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POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 


DRAMATICK NOVEL 


Hie afted at the Theatre-Rmyal in Drury-Lane, 
on the 5th of December, 1760. 


Vor. IV. B *LEE7ACE. 


A ® * & A. = 


FTER exprefiing my gratitude to the pub- 
to Mifs Honcycombe, am! returning thanks wt he 
performers for their care and wacommen cxcelten - 
in the reprefenration, I did nor think of adding 
any thing further by way of preface | buc avy pub- 
Eber infiits on the neceBey of my ing Gare 
thing in behalf of the piece, which, Ihn, cough: 
to ſpeak for iel, and that wy fronds theme = 
much of the fame colour with Baves's practice of 
printing papers is mfinuate the por win the heaes. 
It has been uſanl with the wnicrs of the French 
Theatre, it is true, to tack cxanens of ther plays, 
like a fting or melius non hangers wW the cracks, w 
the tail of them. But why acc an Enghtth anchor 
put hamfclt w that trouble, wacs the kink wml 
wapartial gentlemen of the Reviews act © FAMILY 
to take it off his hands ; unk it were hae Draden, 
to turn the thunder of the crack own wiillers 
against himfelt, zud to confurc or anticipace bu 
cenſures, by proving the fable, characters, anti- 
meats, and language, to be excellent, or, 1 Accu 
BE 2 there 


PREF ACHE 


there were ſome parts inferior to the reſt, ſuch 
parts were purpoſely ander-woritten, in order 
to ſet of the ſuperior to more adrantage ? This, 
indeed, Dryden has often donc, and done fo in- 
imitably, that I ſhall not attempt it after him. To 
the gentlemen, therefore, above-mentioned, the 
ſelſ-impannelled jury of the Engliſh court of cri- 
ticiſm, without challenge, I put myſelf on my trial 
that their candour will ſend me 2 good deliverance. 

I could, indeed, in compliance with the requeſt 
of my publiſher, have obliged the publick, by 
printing, entire, an original manuſcript, now in 
my poſleſſion, containing ſeveral ſtrictures on the 
follow ing ſcenes; being no other than a letter from 
a maiden aunt, occaboned by the firſt night's 
repreſcntation, which, like moſt other firſt nights, 
was nothing more than a publick rehearſal, with 
ten thouſand fears and apprehenſfions that never 
attend a private one. The good gentlewoman, 
hurt at the confuſion, and in pain for my ſucceſs, 
tells me with much warmth, and as dogmatically 
as any male critick could poſſibly do, that She is 


aſtoniſhed at my attempting to violate the received 


laws of the Drama———That the cataffrophe (that 


was really ber word) is directiy contrary to all 
known 


PREFACE 


of being diluted, one by one, thoukt have devon 
induitnoufly kept together, to make 2 bow wo tc 
audience at the dropping of the curtain— This, 
notwithſtanding any coautulion, creates by the is 
whimfical pathon for Novels, in the court oi ns 
piece, all parties ſhould be pertectly recon: ww 
each other at laſt. Polly, having manifetted her 
affetion for bim, Gould, to be fare, have been 
married to Scribble; and the parents huuld hive 
been thoroughly, though ſuddenly, appeatct by tie 
declared reformation of both. Ledger might, un 
diſpoſed of to the Nur : And the whole pied, 
inſtead of cuncluding bluntly with a femeencs mn 
proſe, ſhould have been tagged with 4 couphlet ws 
two; and then crery thing woubt have gens of 
ſmoothly and roundly, « & mode dis 7 dro. 
Having thus preſented the publics with 2 fall 
ſpecimen of my good kinls ounun's talents for cots 
cilm, I hall nor, by attempring tw anfwnr then, 
heap remarks upon remarks; rib; hung tle 
Her and all other critichs, mile ant frmale, i 
meditate on the fo lowing exrrach from bn Nan 2; 
but muſt, xt the fame time, defec wt tn be worm 
Rood to take to mylelf that comfudenyn, wil hols 


he preſumes to ſperk of bs on ett 
MF 1 * Though 
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Though my cataſtrophe may, in the ſtrict 
* rigour of comick law, mcet with cenſure; I 
* defire the learned and charitable critick, to have 
« fo much faith in me, to think it was done of 
s induſtry: For, with what caſe I could have va» 
s ricd it nearer his ſcale (but that I fear to boaſt 
« my own faculty) I could here inſert.“ 

To this quotation I ſhall add a ſhort tory; and 
then conclude my preface with an Extract from 
the catalogue of one of our moſt popular circulat- 
ing libraries ; from which extract the reader may, 
without any great degree of ſhrewdneſs, train the 
moral of this performance. The ſtory is as follows: 

A nobleman of Madrid, being preſent at the 
& Spanith Comedy, fell aſleep during the firſt act, 
„ and never woke again till the end of the play. 
« Thea rubbing his cyes, and obſerving his friends 
« laughing at the hearty nap he had taken, he cried 
« out, How now, Gentlemen * IWhat Bü over 
© then? Are the actors all Married?” 


EXTRACT. 


e 


CCOMPLISHED Rake, or the Modern Fine 
Adventares of Mib Pally B—<b—od and Saas. Tyme, Bly. 


Adventures of Pra Cleremen ind Mad. ds Rivera 
Adventures of Mr Love 
Adventures of jaleph Andrews 
Adventures of Hanh Murs). 
Adventures of a Rake 
Adventures of a Car. 
Adventuces of 2 Black Lou 
Adventures of Frank Hammond. 
Adventures of Mr. Geurge Eau, 3 ee 
Adventures of a Vale. 
Adventuscs of Cape. Greeniagd. 
Adventues of Kerk Kindew. 
Adventures of Peregrue Pl 
Adventures of Ferdinand Count Fanz. 
Agenor and Iimezs, or the War of the Tender Paſhous. 
Amelia, by Mr. Fielding. 
Amelia, or the Diltrefied Wie. 
Amoaurs of Philander aud >ylvia, os Love-Leuer e 
4 Noblemas and his Ser 
34 Aloe 


EXTRACT. 


Amorous Friars, or the Intrigues of a Convent. 
Aatigallicaa, or Huttory and Adventures of Harry Cobbam. 
Anti-Pamela, or Feigned Innocence Detected. 
—— ” — 


Beauty put to its Shifts, or the Young Rambles, 
being ſeveral Years' Adventures of Miſs ® *'* © in Eag. 
land and Portugal. 
or the F the 
—— Hiſtory 
Brothers. 
Bubbled Knights, or Soccefoful Contrivances ; plainly 
evincing, in two Familiar Inflances lately cranſaficd 
in this Metropolis, the Folly and Unreaforableneſs of 
Parent: Laying @ Reftraint wpoa their Childrens Inclina- 
2 BE GwaSiiniy 
Chiron, or the Mental Optician. 
Chit-chat, or a Serjes of {ntereſting Adventures. 
Chryſal, or the Adventures of a Guinea, with curious 
Anecdotes. | 
Clariſſa, or the Hiflory of a Young Lady ; comprebend- 
ing the moſt Important Concerns of Private Life, and 
the Diftreſſes that may Attend the 
M:ſcondudt both of Parents and Children im Relation to 


Marriage 

Cleors, or the Fair Inconftant : An Authentick Fiery 
of the Life and Adventures of a Lady, lately very E 
nent is High Life. 

Clidanor and Cecil, 2 Novel, defogned as « Specimen of 
a Collection, adapted to form the Mind in ja way 
of thinking, and « profer Manar of bebawing in Life. 

Clio, or a Secret Hiſtory of the Amours of Mrs. S—o—=z. 

Cry, « Dram tick Fable, 

Daluda, 


®x®TRACT. 


Dalinda, or the Double Manage. 
Dev. upon (A= Eg. os Naga Scenes ia Londen. 
Emily, or the Hullory of a „ 


Fanny, or the Amours of » Welt-Cocntry Lady. 
Female - dewang tae thappy 


Gendeman and Lady of „„ 

cb. rr 

laniry. To which ae added eee. 
with the Hide: y of Frederics and Caroline. 

Henrietta... 

Hutory of Chavioae V ik. 

Hutory of Miab Kuty N —-, cvoluwnimng ef Amour wal 
A is . 

Hiſtory of . 

Hiſtory of Two Perfocs of Quality. 

H ory of Lavinu Rankes 

Hiſtory of two Orpanns, by W Toilervy. 

Hiltory of Hewoy Duwmons, Bl. ad M6 Clnkban 
Evelyn ; with foane Crineal Remarks on Camp Aus, 
by Mrs. Chacke. 

H fry L 24 Miazun, + Footunate Fovndiing. 

Hiſtory of the Like and Adveicuc ot Mr Aadcrins. 

Hiſtory of Huw, of ibs Ar ences of 2 Young Lady. 


unteripertcy » © as tatkus y of Emrubis, Naike, and eihers. 
4 r 
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Hiſtory of Betty Barnes. 

Hiſtory of Jemmy and Jenny Jeſſamy. 

Hiſtory of Dicky Gotham and Doll Cled. 
Hiſtory of Fanny Seymour. 

Hiſtory cf Sophia Shakeſpeare. 

Hiflory of Sir Charles Grandifon. 

Hiſtory of a Young Lady of Distinction. 

Hiſtory and Adventures of Frank Hammond. 
Hiſtory of Jaſper Banks. 

Hiſtory of J. Trueman, Eſq. and Miß Peggy Williams. 
Hiſtory of Sir Harry Herald and Sir Edw. Haunch. 
Hiſtory of Will Ramble, a Libertine. 
Hiſtory of Miſs Polly Wills. 
Hiſtory of my Own Life. 
Hiſtory of Lucy Wellers. 

Hiſtory of a Fair Greek, who was taken out of a Seraglio 


at T 


onſtartinop.e. 
Hilory of Hai Ebor Yokdhan, an Indian Prince. 
Hiſtory of the Haman Heart, or Adventures of a Young 
Gentleman. . 
Hiſtory of Charlotte Summers. 
Hiſtory of Cornelia. 
Hiſtory of Tom Jones, a Foundling. 
Hiſtory of Tom Jones iu his Married State. 
io of tao Modern Adventurers. 
H fiory of Sir Roger, and his Son Joe. 
Li. gor of Miſs Sally Sable. 
E iſtory of Amanda, by a Young Lady. 
H:fory of a Woman of Quality, or the Adventures of Lady 
Fiza!. 
Hiuory of Pompey the Litile, 8 
Hillory of Wilkc::niua Suſaunah Dormer 
thifory of 7orciz. 


Hiſtory 


FREELY 


Hiſtory of the Countcls of Deva. 

H of Opaei. 

— ds Pomgadecs, die whe 
French King, and &-& Lacy of tecour w we Quan. 

Hay of Tom Fool. 

Hillary of the Aurigees and Galdanirics of Chantinna, 
Queen of Swetes. 

Hiſtary of Jock Connor. 

Huſtory of MA. Betty Thoughts. 

Hare of rae e the Feten wm the Maglaicn hae. 

Idte, or Female Femtuce Hun, 

lampetuwows Lover, or the Gaildets Pracracate  Dewing a 
wha! Longehs Lowe may 24, wk tis Extreme Foy of 
Formag >chemies bs Fu 

lacriguing Caxcnmls. 

Jouracy throuy n every Stage of Lite. 

Juvenile Advent ace of Nv 4 Ranger, ZA 

Jevenite Adveicc.s- If Nis Kitty Fiber. 

Lady's Advocate, or Wit and Brwary & Macch for Trza- 
chery ave | if ; Ontainiig & Sexes of Gailan- 
wics, Ire, and Ameurs, Forrunate and Sanks 
Quarck 21 2 £09 400% de: week Lovers ; Conpugel 
Plugues and Comiorts, V exations, and Endwurmonts ; 
with many Remarkable booents ans A veuwres, ths 
Eier of Love aud Jealous, Ficiiily and Encundacy. 

Len Tales. 

Lie ani Aiveatures of Miranda. 

L'&'s P:.ogreb, or the rents of NA 

Life and Adventures of Joe I hbumpmu. 

Life of tarmor Stuart. 

Life of Patty under 

Life and Hutory of a Pilgrim. 

Life and Adveuruts of Mug 

L of Corporal Sues, « Hu e Sol)? 


** 
: 


EXTRACT. 


Liſe and Opinions of Miſs Sukey Shandy, of Bow-Street, 
Gentlewoman. 


Love and Friendſhip, or the Fag. 
Lydia. _ 


Marriage 
Memoirs of the Counteſ of Berci. 
Memoirs of Fanny Hill. 
Memoirs of a Man of Quality. 

Memoirs of the Life of John Medley, Eſq. 
Memoirs of a Coxcomb. 
Memoirs of the Shakeſpeare's Head Tavern. 

Memoirs of the Celebrated Miſs Fanny M— 
Memoirs of B— Tracey. 
Memoirs of Fidelio and Harriot. 

Memoirs of Sir Tho. Houghſon and Mr. Joſeph Wilkams. 
Memous of an Oxford Scholar. 

Memoirs of a Young Lady of Quality. 
Memoirs of the Noted Buckborſe. 
Memoirs of a Certain Ifland. 
Memoirs of a Man of Pleaſure. 
Memoirs of a Young Lady of Family. 
Memoir: of Sur Charles Goodville. 
Modern Characters IIluſtrated by Hiſtories. 

Modern Lovers. 

Mother. 

Mother - in-Law. 

Nominal Huſband. 

Nev Atzlantis for the Year One Thoakad Seren Headed 


ard Fifty-cight. __ 


ITA A er. 


New Atakaats for the Y eas One Tb Seven thunired 
— a 


hy. or Adultery & la Moc , =ivg a 
— 20d Gennene Memon of >everal U<:2m 2 Be 
Higheſt . 
Retormed Cuquet. 
Kevolutons of Mode 
Rival Mather. 
Rotaluda. 
Roxana. 
School of Woman, or Mcmous of Coattaaua. 
Sedan, in which many New and D , Characters 
are introduced. 
vulters. 
Simmer. 


Sophta. 

>py on Mother Maizight, of F — . Adventures. 
Stage Coach. 

Temple- Beau, or the Town Rakes. 


eee. 


CC SS © © vV 5 
Spoken by Mr. K1xG. 


TITHER, in days of yore, from Spain or France, 
Came a dread forcereſs; her name Rouax cx. 
Oer Britain's iſle her wayward fpells ſhe caſt, 
And common ſenſe in magick chain bound faſt. 
In mad ſublime did each fond lover wooe, | 
And in heroicks ran cach Si : 
High deeds of chivalry their ſole delight, 
Fach fair a maid diſtreſs'd, cach ſwain a knight. 
Then might Statira Orondates ſce, 
At tilts and tournaments, arm'd cap-g-pic. 
She too, on milk-white palfrey, lance in hand, 
A dwarf to guard her, pranc'd about the land. 
This fend to quell, his ſword Cerrames drew, 
A truity Spaniſh blade, Toledo true: 
Her taliſmans and magick wand he broke 
Knights, genii, caſtles—vaniſl'd into ſmoke, 
But now, the dear delight of later years, 
The younzer fiſter of RoMANCE appears: 
Leis ſolemn is her air, her drift the ſame, 
And Novel her enchanting, charming, name. 
Rona ct might ſtrike our grave forefathers pomp, 
But Nover for our buck and lively romp! 


CaTandre's 
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Caſſandra's folios now no longer read, 

See, two ncat pocket-vohumes in their dead“ 

And then fo ſextimental is the thike, 

So chaſte, yet fo bewitching an the white ? 

Plot, and clopement, paibon, rape, and raprure, 

The total fum of cv'ry dear—dear—Chapecr. 
"Tis not alone the fmall-calk and the fare, 

"Tis Nover. mot beguites the female heart. 

Miſs reads—the mch — be fphs—Love Heals upon 

— 
honour 


« * Thus of our Polly having Iightly fpoke, 
« Now for our Author '—but without 2 joke. 
« The' wits and journals, who ac'er bd's before, 
« Hare laid this banching t bor, | 


© Where, lying fore of faults, they d fan heap 
more, 

« ] now declare it, as 2 ſerious truth, 

« "Tis the firſt folly of 2 fimple youth, 

« 'Then cruſh not in the the!! this infant Buxes * 

« Exert your favour to à your; beginner, 

« Nor ufc the ftiriphng like 2 harter d fnncr ? 

„ Theſe lines were written by Mr. Cannicy, ad added os bs 
bring reparted, that be was the Author of this granny 4 mat, 
which ac modey luppeles night pic; ain ab is is Woo. 

DiISHACES 


DzaamaTtis PrasoxaeA. 


HoxETCOMEL, 


LEDCER, 
Scr1BBLE, 


Mrs. HoxtYcCoMBr, 
Porr, 
Ncnss, 


PoLLY 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 


SCENE IL. 


ELL faid, Sir George ! Oh, the dear man! 
But ſo—“ With thete words the enragtur d 
« haronet ag.] concluded his deckraton of 


„ love.,”—So (—“ But what heart can imagine, 


« ſreading.] what tongue defcribe, or what pen 
« delineate, the amiable confufion of Emilia ”"— 
Well ! now for it —“ Reader, if thou art a courtly 
« reader, thou haſt feen, at police ables, wed 
« cream crimfoned with raiberrics; or, if thou 
« art an uncoutly reader, thou bait ben the rofy- 
finger d morning dawning in the gokien Ea,” 


—Dawning in the golden Eat Very e. 
4 Thou haſt ſeen, _ 
Vor. IV. * vernabbon 
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tc vermilion on the checks of Cleora, or the ver- 
„ milion of nature on thoſe of Sylvia; thou haſt 
« ſeen—in a word, the lovely face of Emilia was 
« overſpread with bluſhes.” —This is a moſt beau- 
tiful paſſage, 1 proteſt! Well, a Novel for my 
money ! Lord, Lord, my ſtupid papa has no taſte : 
He has no notion of humour, and character, and 
the ſenſibility of delicate ſceling. [affetedlz.] And 
then, mama——but where was I? Oh, here 
* Orerſpre:d with bluſhcs. [readrng.) Sir George, 
& touched at her conſuſion, gently ſcized her hand, 
« and ſoftly preſſing it to his boſom, [ating it 61 
« foe reads.) where the pulſcs of bis heart beat 
« quick, throbbing with cumultuous pation, in a 
« plaintive tone of voice breathed out, will you 
* not anſwer me, Emilia : — Tender creature l-— 
She, half raifing [rcading and ating.) her down» 
© caſt cyes, and half inclining her averted head, 
© ſaid in faltering accents, yes, Sir!“ - Well now! 
—< Then gradually recovering, with incffable 
& ſweetnels ſhe prepared to addreſs him; when 
« Mrs. Jcukinſon bounced into the room, threw 
« down = ſcu of china in her hurry, and ſtrewed 
© the floor vun porcclain fragments: Then turn- 
« ing Emilia wund and round, whiricd her out of 
„ the apartment in an inſtant, and ſtruck Sir 

« George 
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« George dumb wich zRonithment at ber fe 
« ance. She raved ; but the baconet refuming 4 
« accuſtomed ctromery—— 


Enter Nurſe. 

Oh, Nurſe! 1 am glad to fre you = Well, nd 
how —— 

Nurſe. Well, Chicken ! 

Pech. Te me, tell ne all this wtanc. Divi won Gn 
him ? Did you give him my kener * Did be wow 7 
Will he come ? Shall 1 Ge bin * Hang you gas 
the anſwer in your pocket ? Hur yum — 

Nurſe. Bleings on ber, bow bor cwngue runs * 

Pally. Nay, but come, dear Nurhe, wit as, 
what did he fay ? 

Narſe. Say ? why, he took the itt nn 

Pally. Welt! 

Nurſe. And kif4 it a thouſand times, and rad 
it a thouſand times, and —— 

Pally. Oh, charming 

Nurſe. Aud ran about the room, and et 4 
himſelf, and, Heaven preferve ww, ure d Ait U, 
and— 
Pally. Very finc ! very fine! 
Nurſe. And vow'd he was the moſt miſerable 
creature upon carth, and the happicit aaa uw the 
world, and—— 


C2 N... 


20 POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 


Poly. Prodigiouſſy fine | excellent | My dear, 
dear Nurſee ! [Kiſſing ber.) Come, give me the 
letter. 
Nurſe. Letter, Chicken ! what letter? 

Polly. The anſwer to mine. Come then! 

[ Impatienth. 

Nurſe. I have no letter. He had ſuch a peramble 
to write, by my troth I could not ſtay for it. 

Polly. Plhaw ! 

Nurſe. How ſoon you're affronted now ! he ſaid 
he'd ſend it ſome time to-day. 

Polly. Send it ſome time to-day !—1 wonder 
now, Cas if mung.] how he will convey it. Will 
he ſqueeze it, as he did the laſt, into the chicken- 


houſe in the garden? Or will he write it in lemon» 
juice, and ſend it in a book, like blank paper ? Or 
will he throw it into the houſe, incloſed in an 


has | 

Polly. I have not read ſo many books for no- 
thing. Novels, Nurſce, novels ! A novel is the only 
thing to teach a girl life, and the way of the world, 
and clegant fancics, and love, to the end of the 
chapter | 

Nurſe. Yes, yes, you are always reading your 
Ewpte 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE. = 


Gmple tory-books. The Youtures of Jack this, and 
the hiſtory of Betſey Yother, and Siu Hlumphcys, 
and women with hard Chriſtian names. You had 
better read your pray<r-book, Chicken. 

Polly. Why, © 1 do; but Fin reading this 
nos -[ Looking into the beat.) © She rav'd, dat the 
baronet”—1 really think 1 love Mr. Scribble as 
well as Emilia did Sir George. Do you think, 
Nurſee, I hould have had fuch à good notion of 
love fo carly, if | had not read novels? Did not 
1 make a conqueſt of Mr. Scribble un 4 nge ausge, 
at a dancing ? But my crofs pape will handly ever 
| bet me go out, And then, Linow lk a wet a 
if 1 bad been in the Bean Monde off my dans. I 
can tell the nature of a maſquerade s welt aa if 2 
had been at twenty. | long for a mobbing fheme 
with Mr. Scribble in the rwo-dhilling gallery, or » 
ſung party a link way out of wwn i + pots 
chaiſe; and then, 1 have fuch a bead alt of in 
triguce and contrivances ! Oh, Nusse, a novel is 
the only thing! 

Nurſe. Conmuances ! ay, marry, you have acud 


of contrivances. Here are your page and mans 
fully reſolved to marry you tw young M.. Lasse, 
Mir. Simeon the rich Jew's wiſlt's nephew; 2nd 
all the while your bead runs wpon nothing 
Nr. Scribble. 


C3 Path. 
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Polly. A fiddle-ſtick's end for Mr. Ledger! I 
tell you what, Nurſce z II marry Mr. Scribble, 
and not marry Mr. Ledger, whether papa and 
mama chuſc it or no.— And how do you think I'll 
contrive it ? 

Nurſe. How, Chicken? | 

Polly. Why, don't you know ? 

Nurſe. No, indeed. 

Pelly. And can't vou gueſs ? 

Nurſe. No, by my troth, not I. 

Pol. Oh, Lerd, tis the commoneſt thing in 
the world—T intend to elope. 

Nurſe. Dope, Chicken ! what's that? 

Polly. Why, in the vulgar phraſe, run away; 
that's all. 

Nurſe, Mercy on us ! run away ? | 

Pg. Yes, run away, to be fure. Why, there's 
nothing in that, you know. Every gul clopes 
when her parents are obſtinate and ill-natur'd 
about marrying her. It was juſt fo with Betſey 
Thompſon, and Sally Wilkins, and Clarinda and 
Leonora in the Hiſloryoi Dick Carclefs, and Julia in 
the Adventures of Tom Ramble, and fifty others. 
Did not they all ciope ? and ſo will I too. I have 
as much right to clope as they had, for I have as 
much love, and as much ſpirit, as the beſt of 


then. 


Nur r/o. 
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Nurſe. Why, Mr. Scribble's z fone man = be 
ſure, a gentleman every inch of him 

Pally. So be is, 2 dear charming man ! Will you 
clope too, Nurſce ? 

Nurſe. Not for the varfal work!. Suppot: now, 
Chicken, your papa and mama— 

Polly. What care 1 for papa and mama? Have 
kiffing cach other all the day lang — Where's my 
dear love, [maniciing.} my beauty? fays papa, 
his old gouty legs. Ah, my erung, my pre» 
cious Mr. Honeycombe, C ye love your nown dear 
wife ? fays mama; and then they ſqueeze their 
hard hands to each other, and their old eyes 
twinkle, and they're 25 loving u Darby and Joan 
— eſpecially, if mama has had 2 cordial or two. 
Eh, Nurſe ! 
Ve. Oh fie, Chicken 

Pally. And then, perhaps, in comes my utter 
averhon, Mr. Ledger, with his news frear rhe 
| Change, and his Change-alley wit, 2nd his thicry 
per cent. [ manuching.)] and © ſtocks have rien one 
and a half and three-cighths.” Fil tell you what, 
Nurſce they would make fine characters for 4 


C4 Awje. 
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Nurſe. Ah, you're 2 graceleſs bird ! But I muſt 
— mn 
caſe of a letter. 

Pell. — you the 20 Bf Baclhdicbogala 
after it ? 

Nurſe. Again! indeed, Mrs. Hot-upon't ! 
call at the circulating library as you go along, for 
the reit ot this novel-—The hiſtory of Sir George 
Tru:aan and Emilia—and tell the bookſeller to be 
ſur: to ſend me the Britiſh Amazon, and Tom 
Faddle, and the reſt of the new novels this winter, 
as ſoon as ever they come out. | 

Nurſe. 9 

[ 

Pall, Ay, go now, my dear Nurſee, go, there's a 
good woman.,—What an old fool it is! with her 
« piſc on it,” and “ fy, Chicken “ and © no, by my 
troth!” [mimiching.) Lord, what a ſtrange houſe I 
live in ! not a ſoul in it, except myſelf, but what 
are all queer animals, caite droll creatures. 'There's 
papa and mama, and the old fooliſh nurſe 


Re-enter Nurſe, with a band-box. 


Oh, Nurſce, what brings you back ſo ſoon ? What 
have you got there? 


N. 
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Nurſe. Mrs. Commode's 'prennice is below, 2nd 
bas brought home your ncw cap and ruilles, 
Chicken ! 
- Pally. Let me fee, let me fe ſoaponcng the haz 
—— Well, 1 fwear this is a mighty pretty caps 2 
ſweet pair of lying lappets Aren't they, Nurtec ? 
——Ha! what's this ? [hoting inte the e. Oh, 
charming ! a letter! did not Ita you fo? Lev fee! 
let's ſce! [opening the (curry bajtity—it contains three 
or four ſheets.) © Joy of my foub———only bope 
© ——<cternal blifz—{ <4; ping mes different aces), 
« The crucl blafts of coyncis and didi blew out 
« the fame of love, bui wen the virgin breath of 
« kindneſs and compaſhon blows it in again.” 
Prodigious pretty isn't it, Nuri? 
[T«zrmng over the haves. 
Nurſe. Yes, that is pretty z but what a deal there 
is on't! It's an old ping and a truc one, the more 
there's ſaid the ifs there's done. Ah, they rute 
othergueſs forts of letters, when 3 ww 2a giott 
[ I bale he talks, Prily reads. 
Pally. Lord, Nurſec, if it was not for novels 2nd 
love-denters, 2 girl would have no wic for ber writ. 
ing and readiag. But what's here? ſraading.} 
Poetry Y — “ Well may 1 cry out, with Abaze in 
« the Revenge, 
s Where 
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« Where didſt thou ſteal thoſe eyes? From heaven? 
« Thou didſt, and tis religion to adore them“ 
Excellent ! oh, he's a dear man 

Nurſe. Ay, to be ſure! But you forget your let- 
ter-carrier below ; ſhe'll never bring you another, if 
you don't ſpeak to her kindly. 

Polly. Speak to her ! why, I'll give her fix-pence, 
woman ! Tell her I am coming. I will but juſt 
read my letter over five or fix times, and go to 
her. Oh, he's a charming man ! [reading.] Very 
fine ! very pretty! He writes as well as Bob Love- 
lace ! [tie the letter.] Oh, dear, fweet Mr. 
Scribble ! | Exit. 


Scene changes ti antther apartment. 


Henercrmbe and Mrs. Honeycombe at breatfaft ; 
H:neycombe reading the new-paper. 


Ars. Hon:y:. My dear! { Peevifhly. 
Homer, What do you fay, my love? [Still reading. 
Art. Henevc. You take no notice of me. Lay 
by that l paper; put it down; come then; drink 
your tea. You don't love me now. 
Heonezc. Ah, my beauty! {Looking very fondly. 
Airs. Honeze. Do you love your own dear wife ? 
[Terderls. 
H. gc. 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE +» 


Henexe, Dearly. She knows I do. Don't you, 
my beauty? 

Ae. Henezc. Ah, you're 2 dear, dear man. [rifing 
and tifing him.) He does love her; and he's her 
own huſband ; and he loves him mot dearly and 
tenderly, that ſo dues. 4. 20m. 

Honeys, My beauty ! 1 have a piece of news for 
you. 

. Honeys. What is it, my fwecrng ? 

lat. The paper here favs, that young Tom 
Scaton, of Alderfgate-ttrect, was marrice vetterday 
at Bow Church, to Mifs Fairly of Cornhill. 

Afrs. Honeys. A fanning, faring bully the a 
huſband ! 

Fhoneye., But what does my beaury think of her 
own daughter ? 

Aﬀfrs. Hoaneye. Of our Polly, fweeting ? 

Aang. Ay, Pully : What fort of a wiſe dye 
think he'll make, my love? 1 concluded cxery 
thing with Mr. Simcon yeſterday, and cxpect Mr. 
Ledger every minute. 

Ars. Haney. Think, my (xcctings! Why, I 
think, if the loves him half © well as I io my own 
dear man, that hell never fuer bim our of her 
fight z that he'll look at him with plicature, [they 
bath ogle fondly," and love bim, and Mise hin, 4 
1 
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fondle him.—Oh, my dear, it's impoſſible to ſay 
bow dearly I love you. [Tier and fondling. 


Enter Ledger. 


Ledger. Heyday ! what now, good folks, what 
now ? Arc you ſo much in arrear ? or are you pay- 
ing of principal and intereſt both at once ? | 

Honeyc. My dear, conſider ! Mr. Ledger i 

Mrs. Hencyc. What fignifies Mr. Ledger? He is 
one of the family, you know, my ſweeting ! 

Ledger. Ay, fo I am; never mind me, never 
mind me. Tho', by the bye, I ſhould be glad of 
ſomebody to make much of me too. Where's 
Miſs Polly ? | 

Honezce, That's right, that's right. Here, John 


Enter Febn. 
Where's Polly ? 
Jabn. In her own room, Sir. 
Honeyc. Tell her to come here; and, hark ye, 
John! while Mr. Ledger ſtays, I am not at home 
to any body elſe. [Exit Fobn. 
Ledger. Not at home! Are thoſe your ways? 
If I was to give ſuch a meſſage to my ſervant, 1 
ſhould expect a commiſſion of bankruptcy out 
againſt me the next day. 
Heneze. 
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Heneyc. Ay, you men of large dealings —it was 
ſo with me, when I was in bufineSs. Bur where's 
this girl ? what can the be bout? My beauty, do 


ſtep yourſelf, and ſcnd her here immediarcly. 
Aﬀrs. Haney. I will, my fwcetiag ! 
[offering ts tifs him. 

Honeys. Nay, my love, not now ! 

Aﬀrs. Hoanexe. Why not now? I will. [4p 
l.] Good Nye, love. Mr. Ledger, your ſervant ! 
Bye, dearett ! [ Eat. 
Honeys. Ha, ba ! you fee, Mr. Ledger! you fre 
what you are to come ta. But, I beg pardon! 1 
quite forgot ; have vou breakfaited ? 

Ledger. Breakfafted ? ay, four hours ago, and 
dine an hundred tickets nass, over a dith of coder, 
at Jonathan's. Let me fee: [ pulling ant bis wanch.? 
Bleſs my foul, it's cleven o'clock? 3 wih Mis 
would come. It's Transfer-Day;s 1 nut be z 
the Bank before rwelve, without fail. 

Haas. Oh, bere the comes. 


Enter Pally. 
Come, child | where have you been alt this time? 
Well, Sir, Tu leave you together. Polly, you'll 
——-+ MH, bh, ha You frrran, Mr. Lodger, 
your ſervant | ( Enae. 
1 
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Polly and Ledger remain; they fland at @ great 
diflence fr im each other. 

Polly. Aid. What a monſter of a man! What 

will the frightful creature ſay to me ? I am now, 

for all the world, juft in the ſituation of poor Cla- 

riſſa ; and the wretch is ten tuncs uglicr than Soames 

himſelf. 

Ledger. Well, Mis, 

Polls. [Aide] He ſpeaks What ſhall I fay to 
him ? Suppoſe I have a little ſport with him. I 
will: I'll indulge myſclf with a few airs of diſtant 
flirtation at firſt, and then treat him like a dog. 
Tul uſe him worſe than Nancy Howe ever did Mr. 
Hickman,——Pray, Sir, [ts Ledger) did you ever 
read the Hiſtory of Emilia ? 

Ledger. Not I, Miſs, not I: I have no time to 
think of ſuch things, not I. I hardly ever read 
any thing, except the Daily Advertiſer, or the li 
at Lloyd's; nor write neitker, except it's my name 
now and then. I keep a dozen clerks, for nothing 
in the world elſc but to write. 

P:ll;. A dozen clerks ? Prodigious ! 

Leger. Ay, 2 dozen clerks. Bufneſs muſt be 
done, Miſs! We have large returns, and the bale 
lance muit be kept on the right fide, you know. 
In regard to laſt year now———Our returns from 

the 
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ihe firſt of January wo the lak of December, fy- 
Pinc, Were ts the amount of Baty hula pou 
Rerling. We cicar upon an average, 4 the res 
of tach per cent, Cait up the reckies i Gay 
thouſand, n you uy niche 4 PIethy goo gets 


A our uct profits. 

Pally. Net proves 7 

Ledger. Ay, Mis, net profics. Simon wad Lodger 
Ic names as well known as any in the Alocy, ad 
good for as much at the bottoms of & piece of par 
per. But ao matter for thac: You mult know, 
that ] have an account ts ie with you, Mis. 
You're on the debror £4 in my books, 1 can il 
you, Mi, 

Pally. | im your des, Mr. Ledger | 

Ledger. Over head and cars in ay che, Mis! 

Pally. | hatc wo be in debe of ail things: 
pray let me diſcharge you at ance ; for | can't on 
dure to be dunn d. 

Ledger. Not fo fait, Mü not @ Git Right 
ihould compound this matter, and ue 2 bullaace 
in favour of both parti 

Pell. How Che mean, Mr. Lager? 

Ledger. Why then, in plan Englith, MiG, 1 
love you; Tu marry you : My wack Siacon aud 

di. 
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Mr. Honeycombe have ſettled the matter between 
them; I am fond of the match, and hope you are 
the ſame : There's the ſum total. 

Polly. Is it poſhible that I can have any charms 
for Mr. Ledger ? 

Ledger. Charms, Miſs? You are all over charms. 
I like you; I like your perſon, your family, your 
fortunc ; I like you altogether; the omniums 
Un, Miſs !\——1 like the omniums, and don't 
care how large a premium I give for them. 

Polly. Lord, Sir 

Ledger. Come, Miſs, let's both ſet our hands to 
it, and ſign and ſeal the agreement, without loſs of 
time, or hindrance of butincſs. 

Polly. Not ſo faſt, Sir, not ſo faſt. Right reckoning 
makes long friends, you know. M. Ledger 

Ledger. Mii- 

Polly. After ſo explicit and polite a declaration 
on your part, you will expect, no doubt, ſome 
ſuitablc returns on mine. 

Ledger. To be ture, Miſs, to be ſure : ay, ay, 
let's examine the per contre. 

Peg. What vou have faid, Mr. Ledger, has, 1 
tale it for granted, been very ſincere. 

Luis,. Very fancere, upon my credit, Miſs ! 

Fals. For my part then, I muſt declare, bow- 


41-1 unwillmy — 
Leager. 
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Ledger, Out with it, Miſs! 
Polly. That the paſſion 3 entertain for you is 
equally rng 

Ledger. Oh, brave ! 

Pally. And that | do, with equal, or more finm 
cer 
Ledger. Thank you, Mil, thank you * 

Poly. Here and derett —— 
Lodger. How | how | 
Polly. Loath and abbor you * 
Ledger. What ! what ! 

Polly. Your fight is hocking to me, your con- 
verſation odious, and your paſhon contem pubic. 
Ledger. Mighty well, MiG ; mighty welt * 
Polls. You are 2 vile hook of arithmenick, + 


Ledger. Very fine, very fine, Mi | Mr. Honey» 
ber again, | warrant you. (£4. 


Vers. IV. D N. 
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Polly. Ha, ha, ba | there he goes Ha, ba, ha! 
I have out-topped them 21! ; Miſs Howe, Narcifh, 
them. None of them ever treated an odious fellow 
with half fo much fpirit. This would make an 
excellent chapter in = new Novel. But here comes 
papa; in = violent paſſion, no done. No marter : 
©: will only furniſh materials for the next chaprer. 


Enter Honercombe. | 

this extraordinary behaviour ? How dare you treat 
Mr. Ledger ſo ill, and behave fo undutifully to 
vour papa and mama you arc a ſpoilt child ; your 
mama and I have been too fond of you ! But have 
2 care, voung madam mend your conduct, or 
vou may be ture, we'll make you repent on t. 

Polly. Lord, papa, bow can you be fo angry 
with me I am as dutiful as any girl in the world: 
But there's always an uproar in the family about 
marrving the daughter, and now poor I muſt ſuffer 
1 my turn. 

Haney:. Hark ye, Miſs! why did not you re- 
czive M: Ledger as your lover? 

Fag. Lover oh, dear papa, he has no more of 

« lover 


POLLY HOWNETCOMES xy 


2 lover bout hin- be never © much = oft one 
Hngvuiſhing look tend me, never oner prefi'4 
my hand, or rect his esd, or theee bimielf it 
my feet, or —Lord, | read forch 2 defightfut ec 
ration of love in the new Novet this morning * 
Fir, papa, Sir George Truman —— 

Hane. Devil take Sir George Trueman f The 

curſed Novels have ramed the girfs head) Hort 
ve, buy! 1 could zlnot fod in my heart nf 
fav, buy, nt Mr. Ledger 2 huſband of pour 
papa and mama's providing * and ant they the 
propereſt perſons to difpote of you ? 
Polly. Diſpoſe of me ! fee there now | why, your 
have no notion of theſe things, papa Your beads 
fo full of trade and commerce, that you would 
diſpoſe of your daughter like 2 piece of merchan- 
dize. But my heart is my own property; and at 
nobody's difpoſal, but my own. Sure you would 
not confign me, like 2 bale of tk, w Ledger and 
Co. Eh, papa! 

Honeys. Her impudence amazes me. Hark ve, 
huffy ' you're an undutiful ur 

Polly. Not at all wadutiful, pups Bur © hace 
Mr. Ledger; I can't endure the fight of him. 


Henere, This is beyond all patience. Hark ve, 
22 NR., 


buffy, Vil 
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Polly. Nay, more; to tell you the whole truth, 
my heart is devoted to another: I have an inſupe- 
rable paſhon for him ; and nothing ſhall ſhake my 
affection for my dear Mr. Scribble. 

Heoneyc, Mr. Scribble | who's Mr. Scribble? 
Hark ye, buffy! I'll turn you out of doors! Tn 
have you confin'd to your chamber ! Get out of my 
fight I'll have you lock d up this inſtant! 

Polly. Lock'd up! I thought fo. Whenever a 
poor girl refuſes to marry any horrid creature, her 
parents provide for her, then ſhe's to be lock d up 
immediately. Poor Clariſſa | poor Sophy Weſtern! 
I am now going to be treated juſt as you have becn 
before mc. | 

Honeys. Thoſe abominable books bark ve, 
huffy ! you ſhall have no Novel to amuſe you. Get 
along, I ſay! no pen and ink to ſcrawl letters. 
Why don't you go? nor no truſty companion. 
Get along! I'll have you lock d up this inſtant, 
and the key of your chamber ſhall be in your 
mamas cuſtody |! 

Pell. Indeed, papa, you need not give my mama 
ſo much trouble. I h 

Hencc. Get along, I ſay 

Polly. 1 have read of ſuch things as ladders of 
— 

Hege. 
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Honey. Out of my fight! 
Polly. Or of cfcaping out of the window, by 
Haney, Hark ye, buf — 
Pally. Or of throwing onc's ſelf into the Greece 
upon a feather-bed —— 
Flas. TU turn you out of doors — 
Pally. Or of being carch'd in + genckeman's 
1 — 
Hanse. Zonunds, ik 
Polly. Or 1 
Honeys, Will you be gone ? [ Exe. bath taiiing. 
Scene changes te Prlly': apartment. 
Enter Scribble, diſguiſed i &@ nary. 
Sri. So in this dug use Acts Nucke has 
brought me hither, fafe and vndifcorcr'sd, Now 
for Miſs Polly | bere's ber lkemer: A was picture 
of ber nonfenfcal H © To ay drnnet Mir. 
„Scribble. [reading the direition.} And the frat 
twö doves billing, with this mounts : 
« We wo, 
< When we wooe, 
« Bill and coce.” 


Pretty! and 2 plain proof 3 ha'n't have much 
D3 Luubig 
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trouble with her. I'll make ſhort work on't; I'll 
carry her off to-day, if poſlible, clap up a marriage 
at once, and then down upon our marrow-boncs, 
and ak pardon and bleſhng of papa and mama. 
{Noiſe without.) Here ſhe comes. 
Honeye. [ without.) Get along, I ſay ; up to your 
own chamber, hufly ! 

Pall. [withour.] Well, papa, I am 

Scribble. Oh, the devil! her father coming up 
with her ! what ſhall I do? [running t. Where 
ſhall I hide myiclf ? I ſhall certainly be diſcovered! 
Tu get up the chimney. Zounds! they are juſt 
here ten to one the old cuff may not ſtay with 
her: I'll pop into this cloſet. [Exit, 


Enter Honeycombe and Polly. 

Honeye. Here, miſtreſs Malapert;z ſtay here, if 
you picaſc, and chew the cud of diſobedience and 
maſchicf in private. 

Pall. Very well, papa 

Haneyc, Very well? what, — 
Hark ye, huſſy, you are a ſaucy minx, and tis not 
very well, I have a good mind to keep you upon 
bread and water this month. Fil-I'l—But FI 
ſay no more ! I'll lock you up, and carry the key 
to your mama; ſhe'll take care of you, You will 

| have 
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have Mr. Scribble ? Let's fee how be can get 
you now. { Sewing the hey.) [ Exit, acting the har. 


Ph alone. 
Polly. And fo 1 will have Mr. Scribble wo, 
what you can, old Squarctors | | am provided with 
pen, ink, and paper, in fpite of their weth, - 
member that Chanda bad cunmng drawers mad. 
on purpoſe to fecure thoſe things, in caſe of an 
acc ident: ] am very glad | have had caunon cough 
to provide myſelf with the fame implements of 
intrigue, tho' with 2 hetle moe ingenwaty. Indeed, 
now they make Rtandifhes, and wa-cheits, and 
Areſing-bozes, in all forts os ſhapes and agus, 
But mine are of my own invention. Here Fre got 
an excellent ink-horn in my pincuſhion; and a 
caſe of pens, and fome paper, in my fan. ( produces 
them.) 1 will write to Mr. Scribble unmediacely. 
I thall certainly fee him caves-dropping about our 
door the firſt opportunity, and then FU tus it w 
him out of the window. ( dawn tn write. 


Scribble, putting bis bead aut of the door of the clajet. 
Scribble. A clear coaſt, 1 ind. The old codger's 
gone, and has lock d me up with his daughter. 50 
much the better '—Pretty foul! what is the about? 
D 4 » ling | 


40 POLLY HONEYCOMBE, 


writing ? A letter to me, I'll bet ten to one. I'll 
go and anſwer it in proprid per ſend. 
looking over ber writing. 
Poll. [writing.] «© Me—in—your—arms.” Let 
me ſee; what have I written? [reading.) “ My 
„ deareſt, dear Mr. Scribble 
Scribble. I thought ſo! 
Polly. [reading.) © I am now writing in the moſt 
* cruel confinement. Fly then, oh, fly to me on 
the wings of love, rcleaſe me from this borrid 
gaol, and impriſon me in your arms.” 
Scribble. That I will with all my heart. 
{ Embracing ber. 
Pech. Oh LScræaming. 
Scribble. Oh, the devil | why do you ſcream fo? 
I hall be diſcovered, in ſpite of fortune. 
[Running about. 
Poll. Bleſs mc! is it you? Huſh! [running ts 
the door. here's my father coming upſtairs, I proteſt. 
Scribble. What the deuce ſhall I do? I'll run 
Polly Oh, no! he'll ſcarch the cloſet. Jump 
out of the window ! | 
Scribble. I beg to be excus d. 
Poll. Lord! here's no time tobe 's here ! get 
unde: 
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under the table ! {Scribble bides.} Lie ilk. What 
an 1 fay ? [Sits down by the table. 


Emer Hans 
linge. How . 2. 


Pally. Lond, papa, 1 have never opencd my lips, 
but have been a 2 philolophical retvenc cver Gnce 
you left me. 

Heaeye. | am fare | thought | heard — Bur, how 
now, buffy ? what's here ? Pens, ink, and paper? 
Hark ye, huf5y! how came you by theſe ? So, ©! 
fine contrivances ! { cxammeng them.) And bbc 
begun too: Cruci confinement—wings of love 
« —your arms.” [roading.} Ab, you forward fue! 
But | am glad | have difcorcred this: BY fize 
theſe moveables. So, fo! now write, © you can. 
Nobody fhail come car you: Send to him, if you 
can. Now, fee how Mr. Scribble will get an you: 
Now I have you fafe, miſtreſs ! and now-—ba, bat 
—now you may make love to the table. Hey-day * 
what's here ? 3 man? [Scang Scribble.) There ws 

4 i 
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2 noiſc then. Have I caught you, madam ? Come, 
Sir, come out of your hole ! [Scribble comes from 
wader the table.] A footman ! Who the devil are 
you, Sir? where did you come from ? what C ye 
want? how came you here? ch, firrah ! 

Scribble. Sir—I—I—what the deuce ſhall I fay 
to him ? 

Honeye. Speak, raſcal ! 
Scribble. Sir III came about a little buſi- 
neſs to Miſs Honeycombe. 

Heneye. Buſineſs! Ay, you look like a man of 
buſineſs, indeed. What! you were to carry this 
ſcrawl of a love-letter, I ſuppoſe. Eb, firrab! 

Scribble. A lucky miſtake ! I'll humour it. [ Afde. 

Heoneyc. What's that you mutter? Whoſe livery 
is this? who do you belong to, fellow ? 
Scribble. My maſter. 

Heneyc. And who is your maſter, Sir? 

$cribble. A gentleman. 
Pelly. Papa don't ſuſpect who he is. I muſt 
ſpeak for him. [ Afde.]} This honeſt young man 
belongs to the gentleman I told you | was devoted 
to; Mr. Scribble, papa | 

Heoneye. To Mr. Scribble, docs he? Very fine ! 

Scribble. Y es, Sir! to Mr. Scribble ; a perſon of 
ſortune and character; 2 man of faſhion, Sir! 

Miſs 
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Miſs Polly need not bluſh to own ber paſſion for 
him : I don't know 2 ner gentieman abuurt wwn 
than Mr. Scribble. 

Pal. Lord, how well he behaves! We fait 
certainly bam the old gentleman. . 

Henexe. Hark ye, n | Get aur of my bowls 
this inflant. Fic 2 good mand to have you rodet 
= 3 blanket, or dragged thro” 23 horfeopond, or 
tied neck and heck, and—PFre 2 good mind w 

Scribble. | won't give you that trouble, Sir? 
Miſs Honeycombe, 1 kiGs your bands. You hare 
no further commands to my maiter, az prefenct, 
ma'am ? your compliments, I fuppoic ? 

Peg. Compliments! my beit love ti my dear 
Mr. Scribble 

Scribble. Pretty foul ! 

Ac. This is beyond a paticnce. Our of my 
houſe, firrab ! Where arc aff my fellows 7 Pit have 
you thrown out of the wiaduw?! ww fult be 
trundled down drs headiong | row he — 

Scribble. Paticnce, old gencemant F wlll & 
out of the houſe the fanc way 1 came ines is, 1 
promiſe you | And kt me wil you, vir, by way of 
a kind wore at parting, that old Mid Pu ly over 
fo much, watch ber cer fo narrowly, os conine 

N. 
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her ever fo cloſely, Mr. Scribble will have her, 
whether you will or no, you old cuff you! [Zit. 

Honeye. An impudent dog! PII have his livery 
my young miſtreſs, Ill bring down your high ſpirit, 
] warrant you. There, ma'am, fit there if you 
picaſ-! { forcing ber inte a chair.) We'll ſend you 
the Whole Duty of Man, or the Practice of Picty, 
to read, or a chair, a ſcreen, or a carpet, to work 
with your needle. We'll find you employment ; 
ſome other books than Novels, and ſome better 
company than Mr. Scribble's ſootman. Have done 
with your nonſenſe ; and learn to make a pudding, 


you impudent, idle young baggage ! [Ei. 


Polly alene. 

Polly. Am old fool ! [macting him.] Well! this is 

2 curious adventere truly ! If I could but make my 
eſcape now, after all, it would be admirable. I 
am ſure Mr. Scribble would not go far from the 
houſe. Let me fee; how can I manage it? fup- 
poſc I force the lock, or take off the ſcrews of it, 
or get the door of the hinges. TI try. [gorng, 
fps.) Or, hold! I have a brighter thought than 
any of them; Pl ſet fare to the houſe, and fo be 
carried off, like ſtolen goods, in the confuſion. A 
moſ? 
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moſt excellent contrivance ! | muſt pur it in prac- 
tice. {noſe witheat.} Oh, dear, here's fomebody 
coming. [after ankcting the dar, enter Nurſe.) 
Oh, Nurſe, is it you? I am beartily glad to fee 
you. I thought it had been papa, or mama. 

Narſe. Ah, chicken, 1 have taken care of your 
mama. Mir. Honcycombe brought ber the key in 
a parlous fury, with orders to let nobudy go ca 
you, except himſelf. But matum—1 can't chuſe 
but hugh —madam had taken 2 giats exrrzontaoicy 
of ber cordial, and 1 have eit ber ft lee in 
her own chamber. 

Polly. The luckict thing in the world! Now, 
my dcr Nucicc, you muy wt your poor bud out 
of her cage. Away, away this inftzar ? 

Nurſe. Softly, chicken, foftly | You ruined all 
with Mr. Scribble, ju now, by making 2 acide, 
you know. 

Pally. Lord, Nurice, I hd no power of reflees 
tion; I was quite frightened: I was 2s muck fur- 
priſcd as Sophy Mc,“ wacn he faw Tom Jones 
a the looking-glats. 


Serihble is Waiting with 2 hackney-chair but in the 
neat er;; you may lp fily iato «, and be com- 
vey'd to his lodging in a ice, chicken ! 

Pally. 


— 
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Pal. And he ſtrut before the chair all the way 
in his livery, aud cry“ By your leave, Sir! By 
« your leave, ma'am!” Eh! admirable ! Come, 
Nurſec, I long to be in his hands. 

Nurſe. Stay | let me go before, to fee that there 
is nobody in the way. Come gently down ſtairs. 
Tu ſet open the door, and then you may get to 
him as faſt as you can. Ah, you're a wanton 
baggage ! 

Polly. Very well | come along then ! By your 
« leave, Sir! By your leave, ma am Oh, rare! 
This is the ſineſt adventure I ever had in my life. 

[Exit, following the Nurſe. 

Scene changes to Mrs. Honeycambes apartment. 


Mrs. Honeycombe alone; ſeveral phials on the table, 
with labels. 

Ars. Honey. I am not at all well to-day. { yawns, 
as if ju waking.) Such a quantity of tea in a 
morning, makes one quite narvous z and Mr. 
Honeycombe docs not chuſe it qualified. I have 
ſuch a dizzineſs in my head, it abſolutely turns 
round with me. I don't think neither that the 
hyſterick water is warm enough for my ſtomach. 
I muſt ſpeak to Mr. Julep to order me ſomething 
rather more com{tortable. 


Emer 
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Enter Nurſe. 

Nurſe. Did you call, ma'am ? 

Ars. O, Nurſe, is t you? No, I did 
not call. Where's Mr. Honeycombe 7 

Nurſe. Below hairs in the parkour, madam. —l 
id not think ſhe'd have wak'd fofoon : Hihe houkt 
miſs the key now, before Fre an oppormmity wn 
lay it down again ! (_ fue. 

Adrs. Hanoxes. What Cyc oy, Nurk 7 

Nurſe. Say, matum i—Say i—1 fox, 3 hoge 
you're a lietle better, ma'am * 

Mrs. Haneye. Oh, Nurſe, 1 am perfectly giddy 
with my nerves, and ſo low-{p:rited ! 

Nurſe. Poor gentiewoman ph, | give you 

a fup out of the caſe of Itviian cordials, mu um, 
that was feat as 2 prefent from Mr. What-d"ve- 
call-him,in Crutched-Fryars ; the Italian merchauc, 
with the long name. 
Ars. Honeys. Filthy poifon ' don't mention it ! 
Faugh?! I hate the very names of them. You 
know, Nurſe, I never touch any cordials, but what 
come from the apothecary's. What o'clock is it? 
Isn't it time to take my draught ? 

Nurſe. By my troth, I believe it is. Let me fee; 
I believe this is it. [Tae up a phich, and fis: 
the key upon the table.) The tomachick draught, 

* ws 
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* to be taken an hour before dinner. For Mrs. 
« Honeycombe.” {reading the label.) Ay, this is 
it —By my troth, I am glad Pre got rid of the key 
again. L He. 

Mrs. Honeyc. Come then ! Pour it into a tea- 
cup, and give it me. Pm afraid I can't take it. It 
goes ſadly againſt me. 

Honeye. [without, while fbe is drinking ] Run, 
John, run! after them immediately! Harry, do 
you run too! Stick cloſe to Mr. Ledger. Don't 


return without them, for your life ! 
Nur ſe. Good lack ! good lack ! they're diſcovered 
25 ſure as the day. [I. 


Mrs. Heneyce. Lord, Nurſe, what's the matter? 
Nurſe. I don't know, by my troth. 


Enter Honezcambe. 
Ars. Honezc. Oh, my ſweeting ! I am glad you 
are come. I was fo frighted about you. 
(Riſer, and ſeems diſordered. 
Honeye. Zounds, my dea 
Ars. Henezce. Oh, don't ſwear, my deareſt 
Honeyc. Zounds, it's enough to make a parſon 
ſwear! You have let Polly eſcape; ſhe's run away 
with a fellow 
Ari. Hencc. You perſectiy aftoniſh me, my 
| dear! 
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dear! I can't poſſibly conceive—My poor head 
aches too to ſuch a degree ! Where's the key of 
her chamber ? [ Seems 4: jarde” od. 
M. Here, madam, here it is. 

Heneze. Lounds, | wil yu — 

Ars. Honeys, Why, burns the key, my facets 
ing! It's abſolutely impoBnio——it bas hin bee 
ever fince you brought u ac; not 2 loul has wack» 
ed it ; have they, Nurie ? A= 

Nurſe. Not 2 creature, Tü take my ar 
on t. 

Arc. I well you, e gone; Van fron on't:;: 
Mr. Leager faw a firange foorman put her ine 4 
chair, at the corner of the firect; and be and John, 
and a whole pode, are goac in purfrr of them. 

Ari. A. "This is the mot cumontiocry 
circumitance—lt's quite beyond my compre. a- 
fon. But, my fwccting mult not be angry with 
his own dear wife; it was aot ber fault. [ Fondiing. 

Aan. Nay, my love, don't will now ! 

Ars. Honeys, 1 malt, 1 

Heneye- Zounds, my dear, be quiet | | Gall have 
my gurl ruined for cver. 

Ledger ( without). This way—this way—bring 
them along 

Henexe. Hark | they are coming | Mr. Ledger 
has overtaken them they're here. 

Vor- IV. E Laager. 
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Ledger (without). Here | Mr. Honeycombe is in 
this room : Come along ? 


Enter Ledger, Po ly, and Scribble, with ſervants. 

Ledger. Here they arc, Mr. Honeycombe! We've 
brought them back again. Here they are, madam! 

Honeye. Hark ye, huſſy I have a good mind to 
turn you out of doors again immediately. You 
are a diſgrace to your family. You're a ſhame 
* | 
A. Honeyc. Stay, my dear, don't you put your- 
ſelf into ſuch a paſhon ! Polly, obſerve what I fay 
to you; let me know the whole circumſtances of 
this affair: I don't at all underſtand Tell me, 
I fag— 3 Dieu 

Honeye. Zounds ! I have no patience. Hark ye, 
huffy ! V\ here were you going? Tell me for cer- 
tain who this fellow belongs to: Where does he 
live? who is he ? 

Polly That gentleman, papa, that gentleman 
is no other than Mr. Scribble. 

Honeye, This | Is this Mr. Scribble? 

Scribble, The very man, Sir, at your ſervice! An 
humble admirer of Miſs Honeycombe. 

Pally. Yes, papa, that's Mr. Scribble: The ſo- 
vereign of my heart; the ſole object of my a- 
ſections. 

Mr:. 
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Fx. — 
Honeys. Why, you beggarly hut * this s oven 
worſe than | expected. W hat, would you rua away 
from your family with 2 fellow whvery * 4 fwurman 2 
Pally. A foorman ! ha, ba, be ! very good f and 
fo, papa, you really believe be is a foorman. 2A 
foorman ! 

Scribble. A footman, ch, my dear) an crands 
boy! 2 ſcoundret fellow in livery? Yes, L am very 
like 2 footman, to be fure | [ Laughing with Pay. 

Pally. Why, papa, don't you know that every 
gentleman diigutes himicit, uw the courte of wn 
amour? Don't you remember that Bob Lovelace 
diſguiſed hinelt ke an old man? and Lom Ram- 
ble like an old woman No adventure can be c- 
ried on without it. 

Honeye. She's certainly mad, ftark mad | Hark 
ye, Sir, who are you ? Fil have you fat ts the 
Compter ! You ſhall give an account of yourielf, 
before my lord-mayor ! 

Scribble. What care | for my lord-mayor ! 

Haneye. "There | there's a fellow for you | Don't 
care for my lord-mayor ! 

Scribble. No nor the whole court of akdermen. 
Hark ye, old greybeard, | am a genticman; a cute; 
man as well known as any in the city. 

E 2 . 
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Mrs. Honeyc. Upon my word, I believe ſo. He 


ſeems a very proper gentleman-like—fort of a— 
kind of a—pcrſon. | 
Ledger. As well known as any in the city? I 
don't believe it; he's no good man: I am fure 
he's not known upon Change. 
Scribble. Damme, Sir, what d'ye mean? 
Ledger. Oho! Mr. Gemileman, is it you? I 
thought I knew your voice ; ay, and your face too. 
Pray, Sir, don't you live with Mr. Traverſe, the 
attorney, of Gracechurch-ſtreet ? Did not you 
come to me laſt week about a policy of inſurance? 
Sibbe. Oh, the devil ! [CA.] I come to you, 
Sir? I never ſaw your face before. [Tos Ledger. 


Heneyc. An attorney's clerk |! Hark ye, friend— 
Scribble. Egad, I'd beſt ſneak off before it's worſe. 


[Gorng. 
Heneye. Hark ye, woman! [to Nurſe.) I begin 
to ſuſpet.—Have not I heard you ſpeak of a kinſ- 
man, clerk to Mr. Traverſe? Stop him ! | 
Scribble. Hands off, g-ntlemen! Well then! I 
do go through a little buſineſs for Mr. Traverſe : 
What then? What have you to ſay to me new, 
Sir? 


Palh. 
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Nurſe. | beg upon my knees that honour 
womb rg cans hom, Heres ome 
D 
to— Tl have you feat to Newgate? And you, [@ 
Pal.) you forry baggage; Ce fee what you were 
about ? You were runaing away with a beggar; 


with your Nurſes nephew, bai 

F. La 
he is? He may be ne'er the wore for that. Who 
knows but be may be a foundling, 2nd 2 geneles 
man's fon, as well as Tom Jones ? My mind is =» 
ſolved, and nothing thall ever aer ic. 

dts 

2 2 Polly! A fe generous 

i anpudent flue | You're . 


E 3 45. 
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Mrs. Honeye. Nay, but, look ye, Polly | mind 
me, child ! You know that 
Poly. As for my poor mama here, you ſee, Sir, 
ſhe is 2 little in the nervous way, this morning: 
When ſhe comes to herſelf, and Mr. Julep's 


draughts have taken a proper e, ſhe'll be con- 


Poly. And you, my angelick Mr. Scribble 

Scribble. Ma chere adorable ! 

Polly. You may depend on my conſtancy and 
affection. I never read of any lady's giving up 
her lover, to ſubmit to the abſurd election of her 
parents: I'll have you, let what will be the conſe» 
quence; I'll have you, though we go through as 
many diſtreſſes as Booth and Amelia. 

Honeye. Peace, hufly ! 

Polly. s for you, you odious wretch, [te Ledger. 
how could they ever imagine that I ſhould dream 
of ſuch a creature? A great he-monſter! I would 
as ſoon be married to the Staffordſhire Giant. I 
hate you; you are as deceitful as Blifil, as rude 
as the Harlowes, and as ugly as Doctor Slop. 
[Ext. 
Ledger. Mighty well, Miſs ; mighty well ! 
| Scribble. 
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Scribble. Prodigious humour, high fun, faich ! 

Hemeyc. She's downnght raving; mad as 3 Marceh 
hare z I'll put her into Bedhm ; FY end ber ines 
the country ; Fil have her hut up in 4 aunncry 3 
U_—— 
Ars. H. Come, my fweeting, don't make 
 Haneye. As for you, Sir! [4 Sowbdh.] Hark 
ye, ftriphng— 

Scribble. Nay, nay, old gentleman, no bouncing ; 
you're miſtaken in your man, Sir 1 know what 
Fm about. 

Heneye. Zounds, Sir, and | 20 

Scribble. Yes, Sir; and 1 know that Fre done 
nothing contrary to the rwenty-axth of the Kang. 
Above a month ago, Sir, 1 wok lodgings in Mifs 
Polly's name and mine, in the pariſh of Se. George's 
in the Field ; the bans have been afhed three 
times, and | could have married Mits Polly way. 
So much for that; and ſo, Sir, your ermat —if 
you offer to detain me, | ſhall bring my action on 
the caſe for falſe impriſonment, fuc out 2 bill of 
Middleſex, and upon 2 zo» of inventzs, if you ab» 
ond, a lia, then an afes, ,2 pirics, a ww 
emuttas, and fo on. —_Or perhaps 1 may indict you 
x the ſclhons, bring the affair by avtzerer: into 

E 4 IH 4m 
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bancum repis, et cætera, et cætera, et catera.—And 
now, ſtop me at your peril. [Exzt. 

Hencyc. I am ſtunned with his jargon, and con- 
founded at his impudcnce.—Hark you, woman, 
{to the Nurſe.) Til have you committed to New- 
gate; I'li 

Nurſe. Mighty well, your honour ! fine treat- 
ment for an old ſervant indeed 1, to be huff d and 
ding'd about at this rate ; but 'us an old faying, 
and a true one, Give 2 dog an ill name, and hang 
him | Live and learn, as they fay z we grow older 
and older every dy; ſervice is no inheritance in 
theſe ages z there arc more places than panſh- 
churches; fo you may do as you pleaſe, your ho- 
nour '—But I ſhall look up my things, give up 2 
month's wages, for want of a month's Warning, and 
go my wars out of your houſe immediately. [ Exzz. 

Heneye. Why, vou old beidam, I'll have you 
carted ! You ſhall be burnt for a witch! But TU 
put an end to this matter at once. Mr. Ledger, 
vou ſhai! marry my daughter to-morrow morning. 

Leiger. Not I, indeed, my friend! I give up 
my inter”? in her. She'd make 2'terrible wiſe for 
a jober citizen. Who can anſwer for ber beha- 
viour ? I] wouid not underwrite her for nznety per 
cent. Ext. 
Henezc. 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE «x7 


Honey. See there | fee there ! ' 

' My i 
done ; — ä — 
Theſe damn'd ftory-books ! What all we do, Mrs. 
2 evra 9 | 

— Look ye, my dear, you've been 
wrong in every particular — 

—_ Wrong? I? wrong? 

. Henexe, Quite wrong, my dear? I would 
not expole you before company ; my tenelernets, 
* is ſo great z but leave the whole ir 

me You are too vwokent; go, my dear, go and 
— and IV fc all matters 16 right 
[Going, tarns bach.) Don't you do any thing of 
your own head now. Truit it all to me, my drar? 
and I'll ſcule it in ſuch 2 manner, that you, and I, 
— 
it. . 
Zounds, I ll run awd with rexation | Was 
ever man fo keantily provoked ? You fe now, 
genilemen, [ coming forward to the audiconce.) what 
2 fituation | am i=) Inftcad orf nzpprnets and jul- 
— ge and family ou mc, 2 wedding 
a dance, and every thing 2+ it mould be, here 

am I, left by myſelf, deſerted by my intended u. 
Nas, 
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in-law, bullied by an attorney's clerk, affronted by 
my own ſervant, my daughter mad, my wife in 
the vapours, and all in confufion. This comes of 
Cordials, and Novels! Zounds, your Romachicks 
are the devil z and a man might as well turn his 
daughter looſe in Covent-Garden, as truſt the cul- 
tivation of her mind to 
A CincuLaTixG Lisa 


EPILOGUE, 


1 


Written by Mr. Ganngen, 


Spoken by Ma Pers. 


Enter, as Pally, laughing ; @ book in her hand. 

Y poor Papa's in wocful agitation 

While I, the cauſe, feel here [Striking ber 

beſom.] no palpitation. 

We girls of reading, and ſuperior notions, 

Who from the fountain-head drink love's fweet 
pouons, 

Pity our parents, when ſuch paſſion blinds em: 

One hears the good folks rave - nc never mine cm. 

Till theſe dear books infus'd their oft ingredients, 

Aſham d and fcarful, 1 was all obedicace. 

Then my good father did not Rorm in vain, 

I bluſh'd and cried, I'll cer do & again” 

But now no bugbears can my ſpirit tame, 

I've conquer d fear—and almoſt conquer d fhame; 

So much theſe dcar inftructors change and win ws; 

Without their light we ac'er hould know what's 
in us. 
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Here we at once ſupply our childiſh wants— 

Novels are hotbeds for your forward plants : 

Kot only ſentiments refine the ſoul, 

But hence we learn to be the ſmart and drole ; 

Each aukward circumitance for laughter ſerves, 

From Nurſc's nonſenſe to my mother's nerves: 

Though parents tell us, that our genius lics 

In mending linen and in making pics, 

I ſet ſuch formal precepts at dehance, 

That preach up prudence, neatuc ſa, and compliance; 

Leap theſe old bounds, and boldly ſet the pattern, 

To be a wit, philoſopher, and flattern. 

Oh ! did all maids and wives my ſpirit feel, 

We'd make this topty-turvy world to reel: 

Let us to arms !—Our fathers, huſbands, dare : 

Novels will tcach us all the art of war: 

Our tongues will ſerve for trumpet and for drum: 

Il! be your leader—General Honcy :ombe | 
Too long has human nature gone aſtray, 

Daughters ſhould govern, parents ſhould obey : 

Man ſhould ſubmit, the momcat that be weds, 

And hcarts of oak ſhould yield to wiſer heads: 

I fee vou ſmile, bold Britons ! but tis true 

Beat you the French; but let your wives beat 

you ! 
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PROLOGUE 
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Written by Mr. Ganntcs, 
Spoken by Mr. KI. 


And, gad, it will do for any other play, a: well as 
this. barns 


N old trite proverb let me quote * 
To ſuit our father, and his Farce, 

Short let me be ! for wit is ſcarce. 

Nor would I fhew it, had I any; 

The reaſons why are ron and many. 
Should I have wit, the piece have none, 
A flak in pan with empty gun, 

The piece is ſure to be undone. 

A tavern with a gaudy fign, 

Whoſe buſh is better than the wine, 
May chcat you once—— Will that device, 
Naar 45 14F0K TED, cheat you twice ? 
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'Tis wrong to raiſe your expectations: 
Poets, be dull in dedications ! 
Dullncſs in theſc to wit prefer —— 
But there indeed you ſeldom err. 
In prologucs, pre faces, be flat 
A filver button ſpoils your hat. 
A thread-bare coat might jokes cſcape, 
Did not the blockheads lace the cape. 
A caſe in point to this before ye, 
Allow me, pray, to tell a tory! 
To turn the penny, once, a wit 
Upon a curious fancy hit: 
Hung out 2 board, on which he boaſted 
Dinner for THKEEPENCE ! boil'd and roaſted! 
The hungry read, and in they trip 
With eager eye and ſmacking lip: 
« Here ! bring this boil'd and roaſted, pray“ 
—Enter PoTaTOEs, drels'd each way. 
All ſtar d and roſe, the houſe forſook, 
And damn'd the dinner, kick'd the cook. 
y landlord ſound, poor Patrick Kelly, 
Thcre was 26 joking with the belly. | 
Theſe facts laid down, then thus I reaſon —— 
Wit in a prologue's out ot icaſon. 
Yet ſtill will you for jokes fit watching, 
Like C:c4-iane folks for Fanny's ſcratching, 


And 
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And here my fmile's f@ fit ! 

For Prolaguc: ave bus Gio of wit; 

Which mean to thew their art and Gill 

Aud jcretch you to their author's will 

la thort, for ao great and fmall, 

"Tis better ts have none at all. 

Prolagees and Chot:— paltry wade ' 

So let en both az once be Gard * 

Say but the wor, ——g1ive yuur COmmanuts, 

We'll tix ov n Pruloguc-monger's bands. 

Confine theſe culpzus t up . dunds | hand 
2 

Nor Cir hi can fre, nor N can write. 


Vor. IV. 1 


DzxaMaTis PERSONA. 


Ar. Fax. 

Ar. Watkins. 
Sornr, Miſs Pope. 
Lady Scrare, Ars. Bennet. 
Laundreſs, Ars. Bradfbaw. 


The Tris ſung by Ars. Vincent, Miſs Young, and 
Ar. Champnes, 


THE 


MUSICAL LADY. 


" oo IT I. 


Scene, Maſi: er 
Enter Maſt is « foubby difbobills, os comung fron 


Maſh, as counting the bear. 

IGHT | 
cleven, by the Teaxgle clock, and no acws 
of Freeman yet! And thu old acidncs of & hae 
dreſs! I expected ts hace board hor grew rlty 
key rurning ia the lock rwo hours age. To gow 
Sophy's in this tim is ianpo ible ; and if | break 
my appomniment, | in ou of bur gaod graces for 
ever. [Kere within] HER! hack fonchody 
at the door ! { Aaiwwnng e. Ac An tage 
tap; that can never be Freeman. & dun, wa w 
F 2 <a | 
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one! Shall I anſwer? [Knocking.) Again ! How 
ſhould they find me out here? But perhaps it may 
be a meſſage from Freeman: I'll try. {Going ts the 
* « feigned v.] Who's there ? 
Laund, [within.] Me, your honour! 

Maſt. Me, you old bag! [Letting ber in.) Where | 
the duce have you been all morning ? Where's 
your key ? Why did not you let yourſelf in ? Have 
you called at Nando's ? 
Laund. Yes, your honour. 

. Any letters ? 

Lawnd, Yes, Sir ; here's one, they ſay, has lain 
in the bar theſe three days. {Giving a latter. 

Maſt. Any meſſage? or, bas any body been 
there to enquire for me ? 

Laund. Oh, yes, your honour; 2 world of folks, 
to enquire for you: There has been your taylor, 
and linen-draper, and ſhoemaker, and the tocking- 
man in Broad-court, and the milliner at the Lemple- 
gate; have all been at the coffee-houſe to aſk after 


vou. 
Maſe. What have we here ? more plagues ? 
[ Reading the letter. 
«Sk, Clifard's bn. 


« Mr. William Rummer, maſter of the Mirre, 


" that if the en- 
bas defired me to acquarme you, n 


- 
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* cloſed bill, amounting tw Gaty-ihrce pounds, toe 
« hillings, and fingence halfpenny, i not paid 
« wirkim thas week, he muſt cadeaveour w recover 
4 it by courſe of law ; wherefore 1 hoge you will 
© take care w faciafy his demandh, in coder ws poe> 
vent further wouble from 
« Your hambic fervane, 

* AzTonr Canias” 
Well ſaid, maſter Capias NAV N pounds, 2c 
hilkngs, aud hapence hulipenay ' a pretty wa — 
and if the odd balipeuny would purchatc the theee 
kingdoms, | am not worth u. A couple of Gann 
drels, with their bills and their levers! o, o“ 

[Tearing the bill ind he adder. 

Are you ſure there was no other metiage ? ng'er 
another letter left for me at the colfec-houl * 

Lannd. Very fare, your honour. 

. Then my note was not carried ts My. 
Freeman's, | am pokitive. 

Lannd. Indeed it was, Sir! 1am fartin it was: 
For my huſband told mc s how he had delivered 
it into the gentleman's French genticaan's own 
band bimiclf. 

Maſt. Very firange, I hould bear nothing of 
him! Sure be would not negle@t me. Was over 
poor fellow in ſuch a ditt reſs d ituation A woman 

F 3 of 
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of fortune ready to run into my arms; and without 
money, oaths, or clean linen ti pay her 8 viſit! 
Laund. Ah, Heaven bleſs your horiour? if you 
had but ſome of thoſe broider'd cloaths, and rings, 
and watches, and ſwords, and fine linen, that I 
have carried to the Three Blue Balls in Fetter-lane, 
for your honour, you might be dreſe' d out as fine 
as a lord, that you might: And we had but a 
trifle, as 2 hody may fay, upon them neither. 
Maſt. Conſound the Bluc Balls! I would pawn' 
myiclf now to raiſe five guineas. Every thing is 
at fake. | ' | 
L. Lack-2-4ay now, how antuckily matters 
fall out ! I have known the time I could have con- 
trived to have lent you ever fo many cloaths, and 
curious Loon of ſome of my other maſters; and to 
be ſure, there's his honour Iquire What-Gye-call- 
him, the Wet-Intiz gentieman, has a power of 
Ec cloaths, all cover gold v filver; but then of 
his things have been carried to young madem's 
lo” 'ngs in Han-troct, and be bas not been near 
chambers theſe three weeks. I have no other gen- 
tem in 10wn dat "Fouire Mac ane be 
he no handſome cloaths, cxcept the cost with fil- 
ver buttoi.-holes, and he we that very day bim- 
ſelf. As for my other maſter, Mr. bareficld, poos 
gcuucman, 
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gentleman, I don't reckon him; for be has but as 
ſhirt in the world of his own, and that's marked 
W. M. 

Aft. "Sdeath, what lack ! to forfeir my hopes, 
when I am within an ace of faceels? ww be the 
very nent ticket to the ten thouſand pounds! © 
then to have the firings ſnap vader one's Bager 
for want of a Hüte rofin! What can | oo ? 

{ Loud inicding without. 
Ha ! here be is, 1 dare ay. Gow the conn; bus 
if it is any body but Mr. Freeman, Lan at ud 
home, not in town; you know nothing of me, 
dye hear ? er 

Laund. | warrant your boaous. | Opens the deer. 


Enter Promun. 


Adat ( comng forward), Oh, ay dear Freeman! 
is it you ? | have been on thoms for tar you hou 


not come. ( Launds {5 retur cs nds the inner Auinber. 
Free. Com? | ane een in Ganch ff your his 
hour, and thought | houtd bare been cbbbgetd ww 
go back again without fving you, 1 have been 
_ into every nook and comer of the Tempk, wa 
through rwenty windings 48d WWFungh, 4d vai wy 
ind lancs, and bland alleys ; and then up 44 many 
F4 11 
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ſtairs, as if I had been going to the top of the 
Monument. 

Maſt. Why, I have changed the ſcene a linke 
fince I ſaw you laſt, to be ſure : Elegant chambers, 
Freeman ! I have them ready furniſhed, you fee. 
Free. Won't the old gentleman be extremely 


furprized at the vaſt progreſs you've made in the 
law ? 


Maſe. My father | prodigiouſly furprized ; und 
I expeft him in town every day: But no matter; 
for, in all my diſtreſs, Freeman, I am happy, and 
even ſucceſsful; my affair with Sophy goes on 
ſwimmingly. 

Free. Piha, is that all? a Muſical Lady ! I would 
as ſoor take the Savoyard girl for a wifc, with no 
other portion than her cymbal. 

Maſt. Ay, but my miſtreſs's lyre is ſtrung with 
gold, you know; thirty thouſand in her own dif- 
poſa!! Beſides, I dare ſay this paſhon for muſick 
is but one of the irregular appetites of virginity : 
You hardly ever knew 2 lady fo devoted to her 
harpſichord, but the ſuffered it to go out of tune 
after matrimony. 

Free. This is all mighty pretty in theory : But 
even ſuppoſing that you can fo cafily reconcile 
yourſelf to all ber airs and crotchers, I fee very 
Ettle 
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nate profpet of her being & comers of 
you. 

Aght. To the very brink of defhrrnvion and 
matrimony. 

Free. What | marry you? She never with, an 
pend on it. 

4, Oh, you're multaken, you have too hugh 
an opinion of ber anderitiadiug, and too acan 4 
one of mine. Sophy is ke one of her own wir 
ments : It requires forme fill wn» manage hen, 1 
confeſs z but I am 2 connoifeur in the am, and 
know every one of her ſtops. 

Free. Her flops? ba, ba! That would bw =» 
maghey pretty Conceit, if you WETe te carry on your 
courtſhip in mu ck. 
Afaft. And why not? Love, perhaps, may as 
well be fung as faid, and is hruly more ndiculous 
one way than the other; not to mention that it is 
the only way of ſucceeding with Sophy. It s rue, 
indeed, that norwithitanding her rage after the 
gamut, ſhe knows little more of mufick than | do, 
yet | am fo well convinced of the violence of her 
attachment to cvery thing that is Mucfical and It 
lan, that I hould hardly be ſurprincd at ber mace 
riage with one of the Soprancs at the opera. 
Free. Ay; us, as 3 take it, Maſk, you have no 

opera 
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opera talents. You can neither ſing, play, nor 
talk Italian. 

Aaſt. No; but I can admire a fine finger, and 
be in raptures at an air or a chorus; and as for 
Italian, I have juſt gleaned enough of the language 
to ſprinkle my converſation with it, as readily as 
many a faſhionable coxcomb, who has made the 
tour of Italy. 
neceſſity and the bon front; ha, George? Well, 
ſucccis attend you 
Maſt. I tell you, I am ſure of ber. I have made 
ſome pretty intelligible overtures to her alrcady, 
which have been reccived not unfavourably. I have 
played off the complete virtuoio upon her, and the 
ſuppoſcs me to be very lately returned from Rome. 
I have been thrown into raptures and muſical en- 
tafies; and cricd out, fravs / divins / and m ! 
louder than berſclf. But that which, I plainly 
perceive, weighs moſt with her is a ridiculous 
propoſal I have made to carry ber over to Italy 
directly after our marriage: In ſhort, I have 
touched the principal firing, the maſter key of 
her ſoul. Nay, ſhe has even declared that] am a 
be!” cavaliere, and a perſon of infinite pale What 
do you think of that, Freeman ? 


Free. 
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De Why,” I think the enly thing you have» 
40 is to follbw ber up wich ſpirit. 
Maſt. And fo 1 have; nay, IF have even gone 


ſo far, 22 her with the egymrdenicns 
of loving me. | 

Free. A dreadful fentence* Bur how ? 

Maſt. By 2 pretcnded march withe hay in the 
country, which, I have told ber, my father is 
determined to iorcc me into; and that f expert Wim 
in wn cvery Gay ©» cnnctats he Gallic wid 
his counſel. 

Free. Make baſte then, 2nd conc ute your own 
buſineſs with her before be realty arrives. Why 
don't you wir her? 

Maſt. Vide her! So 1 have, again and again 
this very morning ; and did noc doube of making 
ED Bur, fome i d Lnpediments, 
her. For this week pat, my afiins have been, a 
you may Neve, in ne hehe confulien. I. you 
fee, am rather in dif- belle. 
Free. Ha, ba, ba! This is, zhogether, 2s drott 
zu amour, and inc a piccc of countilup, 
as ever I heard of. u 

anch the better. The odidity of it 

| hu. 
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charms me. I hate your Strephons and Claes, 
for two ycars together. 
Free. Well; but your commands for me ! Tell 
me in two words, what is it you want? 
Aaſt. In two words then—every thing, 
Free. I'm glad ont. 
Maſt. How fo? 
Free. Becauſe every thing in my power is en- 
tirely at your ſervice. 

Maſt. My beit Freeman 

Free. Come then; away with me this inflant, 
or you'll be too late : You ſhall dreſs for your part 
at my houſe, and ſee now that you play it with 


Maſt. Never doubt it. Ten thouſand thanks, 
my dear Freeman ! Some other circumſtances of 
this affair, as well as my conjugal plan, Fil acquaint 
you with, as we go along. Pll be with her in leſs 
than half an hour, and make love to ſome tune, I 
warrant you. [Exeunt. 


Enter Laundreſs, from the inner room, with @ paper 
and a bottle, 

Laund. Ah, the times are ſadly changed with 

my poor maſter bere! 1 have known the day I 

| could 
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could have carried things cnow from chambers w 
keep my whole family. Bur now, if 1 was w wake 
fo much as au cod of candle, pours genilemaun | be 
mult go wo bed in the dark. The anly things Z 
can find are theie leavings of 4 quantern of Bobs, 
and the bottom of eue of Rua Hood wane 
for poor folks! And yer, give biz bis due, be's + 
noble gentleman ; that | mult Gay for him. When 
he has it, away it goes, and every body's the beer 
for it. Ah, bleſs him, be is the noble matter I 
ever had un my life. But theſe confounded gaming 
people cheat him of every thing. 

{ Ex14 with the haper e. 


| Scene, @ room in Sophy's beuſe. 


Enter Sophy, and Lady Scrage. 
Spy. Oh, piano, my dear lady Scrape, prans ' 
The opera is my darling amuſcment, it's we: 1 
am inhauitely concerned at their diſcord; bus 8 
Staccato and the dear Caprice to n accommeds» 
tion on ſuch mean conditions. 
L. Scrape. Mcan conditions! Surely, furcly, 
Miſs Sophy, 2 falary of a thouſand pounds, with 
an agrecmcut © pro» ile her a houſe ready furnuthed, 
| * 
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to keep her a coach, and a French cook, and a 
picable oficrs for one ſeaſon's performance. And 
2s to S1gnor Staccato, che terms propoſed are 
Sopby. Nothing to what they have had abroad. 
Are not they the praiſe and admiration of all 
Europe ? were not they loaded with prricuts by all 
the nobles at Venice, univerſally carcilce at Napics, 
entertained in the moſt ſumptuous manner by the 
prince of Wittemberg, talen under the immediate 
protection of the empreſs at Vieuna, admired at 
Paris, adored at Bruſſels, and treated with the ut- 
moſt reſpect in every country but our own Oh, 
the Gorhs and Vandals ! | 

L. Scrape. Pardon me, Miſs Sophy ! theſe per- 
formers, I bclicre, have been no where better re- 
| ceived, or met with more encouragement. Signor 
Ela, the director, my lord and lady Minum, myſcif, 
madam, and many other ſubſcribers to the opera, 
think the conditions offered at leaſt equal to their 
merit. 

S:phy. Oh, their merit is above all recompence. 
They are a perfect treaſure of taſte and vertz! Oh, 
the dear Caprice ! ſuch cadences! ſuch f 
and her graces, ſhakes, flurs, and tridlac, raviſhing 
beyond exprefiion ! And then, Signor Staccato's 

execution ! 
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execution ! what enchanting tones | what 2 noble 
forte! what a tender pe and fuck amazing fur. 
pegiaturas! The very foul of harmony lens tn 
breathe from the inſtru neut. 
L. Scrape. Their merit ought indeed to be very 
extraordinary, to come in the leaſt degree of come 
Sophr. Infolence ! your hadyſhip knows they wrt 
incapable of ir. 
+, LH wit I did, dim! Has not the 


ner, and c fue 1g oven on the opermaights? 
Sp. Accu: * <P 112 71 poation. Fs anmaants, &e. 
{ Hamming 4 tune ith #224 mb ference. 

L. Scrape. And h:+ not Signor Sexcuars Lond by 
the compokitions of the Nn aer, for the fake 
of his own concerts: / 

Sophy. Ravithing concerts * 
TO. Scraps. And has not be xt ki crown the 

whole orcheitra into inder and confu..un ? 
Sophy. Refenement 2:2 great mrovocation | La 
la——la—i, &. —— 
LS. Nay, n net notorious ts the whole 
world, madam, that their infol-nce is owing merely 
to the great encourageinent they have reve end, an! 
that they depend entire 


$ . 
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Sopby. Meoderats ! moderats, madam | your lady- 
ſhip's abſolutely in off. 
L. Scrape. In alt, madam ? 
Sopby. Les, in alt ; Give me leave to tell your 
ladyſhip, that you have raiſed your voice 3 full 
oftave higher Gnce you came into the room; but 
to no purpoſe : The director of the opera, and the 
opera itſelf, ſhall ſuffer ior it ! Signor Staccato and 
the Caprice ſhall perform no-where but in my 
houſe, and thoſe of a few other perſons of g 
nay, we'll have a concert every opera- night z every 
opera-night, madam |! 
L. 8crape. Mighty well, madam ! 
Sepby. Which will demoliſh his entertainment, 
L. Scrape. Oh, you may find yourſelf deccived, 
madam ! Signor Ela, and thoſe of the nobility who 
intereſt themſelves in this affair, are not without 
reſources. A foreign miniſter's lady has ſent over 
for hands and voices ſuperior to your friends, 
madam ! Beſides, madam, let me tell you, that 
Signora Trebletti is recovered of ber cold ; yes, 
madam, Signora Trebletti is recovered of her cold 
and we don't doubt of providing a moſt exquiſite 
opera, without the aſſiſtance of either Signor Stac- 
cato or the Caprice ! [ Exit. 
Se. Oh, the Tramontanc creature] But L 
nor 
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not ſufer her to difcoacert the harmony of ay 
temper. Here, Signor RNA 


Excer Rojon. 
Give me the viobdi-gambeo. A&A kin on the aſs 
will compolc my mind ( Tuncs the inflrumens, and 
ty 45 over ſevere! hu of match.) Weil, | dc lars 
Bus this little Venetian bailad-twne, which Mr. 
Maſk has brought over with him, is ft with an 
infinite deal of taſte ; and there is a moit ſprightly 
txtravagenad in the words be hs adagtcd io its 
Signor Roni, plcaſe to take the initrument; 4 
go over this airy and do 1222 2 =y 
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| Enter Servant. 
$:rv. Madam, the man is below with the Afonice. 
Sophy. The what ? 
Serv. I forgot the name, ma'am ; but it is a ſets 
of muſical glaſſes, that you beſpoke laſt week. 
Sophby. Oh, the Armonica. I am raviſhed to 
hear it! Bid the Afonica come up. Poor fellow # 
And, d'ye hear ? tell them to get every thing ready 
for a concert in the hall this morning. And, ye 
hear? I am at home to nobody but Mr. Maſk. 
And bid them lay the guittar and the viol-A amor 
on the harpſichord ; I ſhall make uſe of them both. 
[Exit Servant.) Signor Rofini ! will you be fo good 
as to look over the ſcores, and ſee that the inſtru- 
ments are in tune, and every thing in order? 1 
expect a great virtuoſo this morning, 2 complete 
judge of compoſition, and a perſect maſter of the 
contra punts, So, pray be careful [Exit Rofin.] 
I am aſtoniſhed Mr. Maſk is not come yet. Well, 
I ſwear, he's a charming creature z be hits my 
uniſon to a miracle. If he did but fing, he would 
be a moſt complete virtuoſo, ¶ Sings. ] I protet I am 
quite in voice to-day. [ Sings.) Lord, I wiſh he was 
| here; I ſhall abſolutely raviſ him! [Exit forging. 


ACT 
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a 2 V I. 
Scene, , danſe. 


Enter N and Mt 
Sopoy. 


AY, now, 1 am fare you rarer me? bb arp 
file fo truly Italian ? bare | quite got md of 
the borrid Englith cadence ? 

Act. Let me dic, madum, if your whole con» 
verſation and bchaviour do ao make me fancy 
myſcli{ in Italy, Signorz Lnge a Flncence was 
the very type of you. 

Sen. Well, | focar now, you arc almott the 
only creature one meets with n ths bardroes 
country that has the kat rafte. Our travelling 
gentry either return trom the tur of Europe as 
mere Engliſh boors 2s they went— John Trot i 
—or come home at beit merc French porrt e. 
But, as to Italy, not one of them, due Signs 
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Engliſh T in it! Oh, fy! it might as well have 
been an T; a perſon that has any car can't en- 
dure it. 

Maft. Maſquali the moſt beautiful renement 
in the world ! But, now I think of it, your name, 
madam, may admit of ſome improvement too. 
Sophy is, to be ſure, the prettieſt of Engliſh names; 
yet it is too near Molly, and Betſy, and Bridget, 
and Alice, to diſtinguiſh you. What d'ye think I 
would wiſh to call you? 

Sophby. I long to know ; what ? 
Maſt. 1 would call you then—I am ſure you's 
like it—the Sophini. 

Sopby. The Sophini! I am pleaſed with it pro- 
digiouſly ; the ſweeteſt cencetto / the Sophini ! But 
pray, Signor—for I will call you Signor—was not 
you charmed at the concerts laſt week ? The Ca- 
price was amazing, and great beyond expreſhon in 
the ſong of Fonti Amiche. [Stunging. 
Maſt. The tile of that air was excellent. The 
chramatico—\ remember. But pray now, tell me 
truly, {rating ber tenderly by the band.) were there 
not ſome ſtrokes of your compoſition in it ? I know 
all the virtuoſi conſult you on theſe occafions: I 
thought I could diſcern your manner. Come, 
confeſs z I am ſure it was fo. 

| Sh. 
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Copy. Nay, now! Paw! you know that 


never—and yet—{ ſmiling and languhring.'— You 
have an infinite deal of taſte ; you have indeed. | 
was always reckoned remarkable for the coromatrcs. 

{ Cancertedly. 


Aaſt. That air was ravithing. But you mutt 
oblige me with it yourſelf. 
Sophy. What! after the Caprice? not for the 
world. 
Afaft. I hall dic, if you refuſe me. [Tondirs. 
Sopby. Lard! how can you be © troubleſome? 
[langunhing.] Stay | La-dadanla. (4: tuning.) Lord, 
how hoarſe Iam! I have a mot wrible cold 
Come, begin! [t the ed.] Bur pray be careful 
of the exmnpegaiment. Adagio, mu non r 
(Sings an tation air. 
Fonti amiche, 
Aare leggrere, 
Mormor ands, 
S. 
Vai mi dite, 
Che 1 gadrs. 
{ Dur ing the ſong, Mult i2c arms, 
Divine * ſquifite ' brevifſime ' &c. 


Sy. And you really think it is fer pretuly ? 
— 


G3 At. 
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- Moſt. Delightfully! Com amore, madam; and 
ſung— Oh, beavens ! 

Sophy. Oh, you're too good to me ! And yet 
ba, ba i—And yet, Idops ® is © Halo better an 

Maſt. Engliſh ballad-finging ! Oh, the ridiculous 
idea ! To hear a huge fellow, with a rough horrible 
voice, roaring out, 0 the raaft-beef of old Engo 
. , or a pale-faced chit of a girl, when ſome 
country neighbour aſks her in company, Pray, 
ma am, could you favour us with © Ge, roſe /” 
No, Sir, not that, but another, if you plcaſc ;* 
and then begins ſcreaming, * If bus a fwent 
* zoſſon,” ſqualling to the antient Britiſh melody 
of the bagpipe, the Welch harp, and the duicimer. 

Sopbz. Horrible ! ha, ha, ha ! borrible ! What a 
picture of Engliſh taſte! Oh, the people here are 
all downright Goths! _ 

Maſt. Abſolute ſavapes! An Engliſh catch, 3 
Scotch jigg, and an Iriſh howl, are all their ideas 
of harmony; their voices are a ſcale of diſcord. 
Muſick oh, muſick flouriſhes no where but in 
Italy. 

Sophby. Oh, raviſhing Italy! I'd give the world 
to be there | "Tis a heaven upon earth! the land 
of gage, vertu and felicita 

Aal. 
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Maft. Oh! what would 1 give to have the hip 
pineſs of tranſporung fo incitunadic 2 rreafure, 
the Sophini, to that region of rafte | Suifer me 
renew the ſuit I have fo often urged to you! Let 
me, nay you muſt let me, attend you thather. 

3. % Nay, prithee now | 4 
Aoft. Such taſte | fuch voice fach cxecunen ! 
Heavens, madam ! you would be the admiration 
of all the Conofcents: / Nay, the? 2 lady, I make no 
doubt but you would receive bheonowns from the 
Academy deila Creſce. 

Spy. Lord | | proteſt now, you pur me quits 
into confuton ! for Heaven's 4 — 

Ae Oh, fee me at your freer! whe picy on 
mc! upon yourſelf | conider my u of lang you, 
by that horrid country-match IA you of ! Fly, 
oh, let us fy from this Gothick country, and take 
refuge in Italy! and permit your = wat 
tend you as your faithful Ch 
Sophy. Let me beg, 84 
Afoft. Take bim for your humble Comme, w 
ſhew you the beauties of the place 

Sephy. Pray now 
4. Your Namenciatore, to introduce you t 
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Mat. Take him won't ſhock your car with 
the Engliſh ſound of hoſband z but what is more 
ſoft and tender—take bim for your % / your 
er: p 
Sey-by. Lond, this is fo ſtrange but ſtay ! let me 
order Rofini to get the band in order ! you have 
not had the mußck I promiſed you this morn- 
9 

Maſe. Oh, I am too impatient to delay my 
ſupreme happineſs on any confideration. We can 
have the muſick afterwards. 

8Sophy. Afterwards, Signor? [ Semewbet angrily. 
Moſt. Yes, my dear Sophini, afterwards ; and 
then, you know, it may ſerve for 2 wedding con- 
cert ; we may have it by way of a concerts mia 
What d'ye think of that ? 
Sopdy. A concerts nuttiale | Oh, heavens | I am 
tranſported with the thought to have the fangulas 
pleaſure of celebrating my marriage with a Pe, 
made up of the choiceſt pieces of my own com- 
poſition What could inſpire you with io divine 
an imagination ? The very idea abſolutely over- 
comes mc. 

Maſt. And you conſent to make me happy ? 
Come then! my ſoul is on the wing! let us away 
this inftan! | 


Sopby. 
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e, What can 1 ds? Welk, zficr ah, then * 


— — fo ame an ur wan. 
— wicked creature? F with © could 
Mah. Oh, the mufick of that found! Oh, we, 


cara p, 
1 —— 
8 we go ect in 


Maſt. Immediately. "The ceremony may be 
I change my ſtate, CITIES 
try, to attend the bin wo Iraby ! 
——— — 
forexgn chmes! and marriage den wonues / 
Scene 
changes to the Trmple- WW alhs. 
Enter Old Mah. 
Old Mob. So, fo, fo! wicked, 

cheated, pA 
— — —— eh 1 

e ee 
—4 jargon from Plowyen and Colic | oda-my. 
am in fuch a ien, I could knock down 
every man 1 meet with for very anger ' 


4 
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Fre, Free. 

Pre: Meß me! is not that old Mr. Maſt? Your 
ſervant, Sir ! You're welcome to town. 

Old Maſt. Oh, your ſervant, Sir! your mot 
hoymblc ſervant | So your friend George is ruined, 
I find : George, Sir, your old crony and ſchook 
fellow ; George is undone. 

Free. Heaven forbid ! 

Old Maſk. Wha, von know nothing of the mat- 
ter, hey? You're not acquainted with the pranks 
he has play'd? not you, to be ſure! Here have been 
rare doings | fine fiudics at the Temple! a new 
abridgment o the l 

Free. So, als out, I find. [ {hdr Pleaſe to 
explain, Sir | Have vou ſeen your fon ? have you 
been at his chamber 

Old Maſt. Chambers! chambers, d'ye call them / 
Kennels. dog-holes | I purchaicd him a handfome 
of chambersm King's Bench W alks, as handiome 
as any in the Temple—ay, and furniſhed them 
a+ handſomely but the young man is removed, 
T knd; and where * why, into 3 blind alley, a dark 
corner of the Inns of Court, up four pair of ſtairs, 
into 2 couple of viie Qelving garrets, where 1 
could ſcarce and upright, on find a chair ro n 
down, with 2 wori: ſmell than the county-gaol, 
zad z brautitu! proſpect into Whate-Friars. And 

then, 
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then, bis Andy! A hundred ant fifty prwnds7 
worth of hy books 1 gave Ma, oi nenety bound 
in white cats hin; gone | The duce » Ina hock 
has be in the world, hue Lichten Tenwres in 
Aae, wnd the Gamerbaws Gacd in Wwe 
paper z which, with an oof volume of Totem 
Shamy, forme book pamphlets and ac wwpapers, 
and 6&2 ien fhebves of empry bonties, make op 
the wholc of bis library. An cxtravagent profhgace ! 

Free, Ma, ba, bat | fee, Sin, you have nikon an 
exact inventory of his effects. Bur this is north ee 
Almoſt every young feilow falls ate titre des one 
time or other ; an over-provndent farther make: + 
prodigal fon: You kept him too hace of moncy* 
you did, indeed, Sur | 

Old Mat. Money | did not | give him 2 pow 
feffhon ? did nor | put hin ts the ow 7 Oda 


Free. His ice ba, ba, be ! that's incomm 
parable. His profeffien Ab, my dear Sin, the 
profcihon and he will never be 3 whit the ter toe 
cach other. The hw is a noble Gudy, it & we; 
followed by ſcveral learned and s orthy mc —— 

Old Mat. A fare road wo wealth and projets 
Ment. 


Free. 
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Free. Very true, Sir; but your fon could as 
ſoon bring himſelf to take a purſe upon the road, 
as to follow the road to riches, which you had 
chalked out for bim. 

Old Maſt. Never tell me; I know that with 
his talents, he might have done what he pleaſed : 
George has lively parts. — An abandoned profii- 
gate to ruin himſelf; —and was always a ſmart lad, 
a keen, ſhrewd young rogue !—42 fool, to throw 
and high reputation, and made a fortune by his 
profcihon |! 

Free Never, take my word for it! It is not his 
turn z not in the leaſt his talent; diametrically 
oppoſite to his genius and difpofition. Lively 
parts? a fine notion ! as if, becauſe he can diſtin- 
guiſh black from white, he ſhould be able to con- 
found black and white with cach other. 

014 Maſe. He has ruined himfelf by bis idlencefs 
and cxtravagance. Ah, what a proſpect has he 
loft ! Had he ſtuck to his ſtudics, and made 2a 
figure at the bar, we might have got him a fear 
in parkament ; and then, of courſe, 2 filk gown ; 
and then, by degrees, the follicitor-generalthip ; 
and then, the attorney-generalſhip; and then, # 
judge, or a chief juſtice; and then !—ods-my-life, 

be 
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he might have been as great 2 man 25 my load 
Coke hunelt ! 

Free. Oh, rare | there's the tree logict of every 
father in the kingdom ! rhere's not 2 country farmer, 
who ſend his fon 2 tervitor to the anivertity, bat 
what promies hamicit the hunuur of lan leeves 
in his lamily- 

04 Mit. Well, well, it does not Ggnify e 
ing! Tu never acknowledge him 25 long as | live. 
Neglect us ſtudies bis goods feized ! over head 
and cars in debe! a wrereh a vagaboud? 2 pow- 
dige. * 

Free. Ok, moderate your anger If he is in &. 
weſs, you'll rcheve ham ; if he bas any debes, you'll 
pay them 2nd then as weil again. 

Old Mat. Ne! I'll not advacice a penny bet 


him go t gol, ler him @zove Fü never fee his 


leave him a groat, I'll cut him of with a fhilling. 
He's ruined for ever. 

Free. Hell make his fortune. 

Old Maſt. Het undone. 
Free. He's made for cver. 
Cid Moat. He'll be hang's. 
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Free. He's marricd. | 
Old Maſt. Who ? 3 

Free. He's married. 

Gld Maſt. Married to whom ? 

Free. To a lady of fortunc z rich, young, and 
handſome; A girl with thirty thouſand in bard 
money, Mr. Maſk. 

Old Maſk. What | George? 

Free. Les, George. 

Old Maſt. George! married! when ? 

Free. Within this half-hour. 

Cid Aa. To thirty thouſand ? 

Free. And better. 

Old Maſt. Indeed! Well ſaid, George, i'faith. 
He's a fine boyz 1 knew he would do; he was 
always an arch rogue. But how d'ye know ? 

Free. Tm ſure on't; he diſpatched one of my 
own ſervants to me with the intelligence. My 
chariot carried them to church. 

Old Maſt. Excellent! He's 2 rare fellow ! TI 
leave him every farthing I have in the world; TU 
ſertle—But who is this lady? where does the live? 

Free. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'l conduct you to the 
bouſe. Perhaps we may arrive there before their 
return ; and he ſhall preſent you with your fair 
daughter-in-law as a peagc-offering, 


94 


Old 
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Old Mah. Come along then! It Galt go bard 
but Tu dance at the young rogue's wedding * Fl 
ſettle Gre hundred a-year on the bed boy. Did 
not I tell you he was a ſmart had, and would thaive 
in the world ? Oil, dne bin Rack naked, 
and throw him into the fer, he would nk op agen 
with a (word and bag-wig! 1422 


Scene changer ts eee muſeians, 
muſlc-flands, end every thing prefered for « 
concert. 


Neis. Come! are the feores all right ? ave you 
all ready in your parts ? 

Singer. I'm afraid, we're not quite perfect in ths 
Rofin. Strange tra, Ce call it? Lev me fee? 


[ Reads the paper. 
And, alſo, nor, neither, 
For, becauſe, or, either; 
Bur, that, although, therefore, 


If, yet, unlcis, wherefore. 


Very pretty words, and extremely muſical. Sup- 
poſe you run them over , yuu U have ume cnovgh. 
Singer. With all my beat. 


N. 


s THP MUSICAL LADY. 


Te TRIO. 
Wards by Dr. Buſby. 
A by Mr. Battifhill. 
And, alſo, nor, neither, 
For, becauſe, or, either: 
But, that, although, thereforey 
If, yet, unleſs, wherefore. 
Tewards the end of the ſong, enter Old Maſt and 
Freeman. 

Old Maſt. Ods-my-life, a very handſome houſe ! 
— + eg plate in the par- 
lour we came thro' ! 

Free. Oh! Sir, you'll find every thing agreeable 
to your wiſhes, and the account I have given you. 

Old Maſt. But is the fo muſical, C ye fay ? 

Free. Hiſt! they're here. Let us retire a while! 
Enmter Maſt and Sopby, 

Sopby. Di dus belle alme amanti, Ke. [Singing« 

Free. [advencing.) How now, Maſk? May we 

give you joy ? You're married, I hope. | 

Maſt. Ay, ay; faſt cnough, Freeman. 

Sophy. Oh, yes; married in a filthy church with- 

out an organ in it But, fignor Maſquali e 

know that gentleman ? 

[Seeing Old Maſt, whe advances. 
| 11s. 


* 
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A. My father | Fil carry is through boldly, 
however. { Aide. Les fee, my dear; 1 wh you 
he would be in town. [Ts Sephy.}— This is « plca- 
fure I had not faner'd myſelf in the expectation 
of. Give me leave, Sir, to prefent you with this 
lady, whom I have juſt now bad the happinchs to 
make my wife and your daughter. 
Old Maſt. Madam, 1 give you joy ! 2nd my fon 
joy! and myſelf joy b—1 have beard of all your 
pranks, George; and if you had not overcome me 
with this agrecable furprize, ods-my-life, I uud 
bare taken you ſoundly to tak, | can tell you. 

_ Jpart to Maſh 

Sepby. Well, 1 proteſt 1 am glad to fee @ much 
good company. I have a concerts ready z you will 
be ravidhed with it; all the airs are of my own 
compobuon. 
_ Old Mah. A concert! With ſubmiſſion, mam, 
a good country-dance Soul make us 2 thoulandt 
times merrier. Ods-my-life! give me bus a lively 
partner, and Tu croſs over, and Ggure in, and 
right-band and ft, ull 6x in the morning. Toit 
de roll, de roll! { Sunging 4 dunco-dune. 
Sopby. Oh, monſtrous Sg MALA. Lyc 
bear ? Is it pollible this can be a father of yours, 
and have f@ linke gue 7 

Vo. Iv. H . 
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Old Maſt. His father? Yes, ma'am, and you'll 
find him his father's own ſon, I believe z a chip 
of the old block, I promiſe you 

Sophy. Oh ! he's the very abſtract of verd. 

Old Maſt. Yes, yes; George has virtue enough 
for that matter. 
Sopby. Vertu, guſlo, muſical taſte, Sir! 
Old Maſt. What! George? 

Sophy. A complete conoſcente. 

Old Maſt. My fon ? 

Sephy. A moſt excellent judge of tile and com- 
poũtion. 

Old Maſt. He ? 

Sopby. And a perſon of the niceſt car in the 
world. 

Old Maſt. Oh, dear! oh, dear! oh, dear! What, 
has the young rogue made you believe that he un- 


derſtands mufick ? 
Sephy. Oh, Sir! I am not cafily deceived in 
thoſc particulars. [ Conceitedly. 


Old Maſt. A fy dog! He was always an arch 
rogue ! ha, ha, ba, ba! Why, this is all 2 bam, 
adam. 

Sophy. A bam, Sir? What “ye mean? 

Old Maſt. The young rogue has play's on us 
both, ma'am. Taſte! He knows no more of 
re. 
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wd, as you call it, than, I fad, be docs of the 
hw. A fy dog! Muſick! be! Why, be has ne 
notion of a tune beyond Demy-down, or the 
Hundredth Palm. As w Gnging, be bas no more 
muſical notes in his voice than a cuckow; and 
the car is, I believe, the haſt part of the human 
frame by which he would chaſe wo be din» 


guiihed. 

Sophy. Nay, now, Sir, you carry your rallery 
too far: I am too well acquainted with bis 
accompliſhments. Don't I know that be mic'd 
with all the virtue in hay? Docs no be en- 
nate filthy Englifh, and idulze dear Italian And 
is not he juſt returned from being the object of 
publick a4miration at Rome ? 

Old Maſt. Rome! George been at Rome! W, 
has he perſuaded you into that too 7 Ha, ba, ba, 
ha! An arch dog! [Laughing heariih.] Why, 
ma'am, he never was out of Enghad is bis fe. 
He knows no more of Rome, than the Pope docs 
of my feat in Wilſhire. 

Soaphy. How ! 

Old Maſt. And as to ltaban, he is not acquainied 
with twenty words of the language. 

Sepby. Impoſhble. 
Gid . 1 tell you, ma'am, again and again, 
H2 it's 
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it's all a bam upon you: George is an arch rogue, 
and has been too hard for us both. Ha, ha, ha, ha 


[Maſt winks and makes figns to bim. 
Ah ! what Ggnifies your winking and nodding 0 
me ? Isn't it all true, firrah ? 
Sophy. And do you confeſs this charge, Sir? 


Old Maſt. Look ye there! did not I tell you ſo? 
Ha, ba, ha! | 
Sophy. Nay, now, Sir, 1 fee you are in jeſt; for 


dear! and your name too, thanks to the parſon. 
Sophy. Maſk! I ſhall never bear to be call'd Maſk 
— Mrs. Maſk! ſuch an unmuſical appellation ! 1 
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Old Mah. O. u fret ber gues ws 


Eddle-firings., 
Sophy. And you are really as wrmnſs? oor + 


perſon of g? 

Afaft. In nothing, maze, but in ay pellioen 
for you. 

Sophy. Aſtoniſhing '—l thall till have vac cum 
folation however, and that a great ane; 3 hail 
have the pleaſure of forming your taſte myicit, 
and, as © good leffon, Flt have the canceorts per» 
formed immediately. Where ace all wy peopk * 
Here, Refins ' Caprice ' Scragetli | Sywockull | 

( Calling the /imge/ 1 

Old Maſt. Odwaylife, the whole kennel | 
Silver and Trueman Sweethps and Dido | 
Sophy. Ab, Tramentan: | what horrible diſcord * 
Nothing but the performance of my conc! to — 

Maſt. Come, come, my dear Sophy, we'll have 
no concerts, nothing Italian 3 we'll colebrace our 
nupuale after the old Englith then. 

r What! 

Mat. Il give away five guineas tw the bell 
ringer 


Sophy. Horrible | 
Moſt. All the fervans l go roaring druak 
to bea. 


Sepby. MouRtrou: | 


H 3 . 


Maſt. And tomorrow-morning, my love, you 
ſhall be rouſed with the drums, and the true Bri- 
tiſh ſercnade of marrow-bones and cleavers. 

Sophy. Barbarous, and horrible ! Is this the 
effettueſe Maſquali ? is this the tender ſpoſs ? 
Maſe. Engliſh ! my dear Sopby, ſpeak Engliſh, 
for Heaven's ſake! I can converſe in no other 
languaze. 

Sephy. How am I deceived and impoſed on! 
And don't you intend to carry me to Italy ? 

Mast. To Italy! ridiculous ! No, no, my love; 
we'll ſtay here in the comfortable enjoyment of 
beef, liberty, and Old England. 

Sopby. Diſappointed in every thing! deluded ! 
cajoled! coaxcd ! wheedled into a marriage with 
a horrid Engliſ —— 

AMaft. Have a care, Sophy ! no hard words to 
your lord and huſband ! 

Sepby. Huſband ! I ſhall faint at the found. 

Free. Have patience, madam! and reconcile 
yourſcif to your fituation! To be laugh'd out of 
one's follics, is the beſt and moſt agreeable me- 
* thod of being cured of them. 

Old Maſi. Ods-my-life, daughter—I have a right 
to call you daughter now—Down on your knees, 
and thank Heaven that you have had ſuch an 


eſcape! Why, it was a thouſand to one but what 
you 
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you had marricd 2 fidler: You have met with 
one of the archeſt young rogues in the works. 
I'll anſwer for it, that his forrunc all be lictle in- 
ferior to your own; and | warrant that be will 
make the beſt of huſbands. 
Sopby. Beſt of huſbands, indeed! 2nd deny me 
the enjoyment of muſick and verts / 

Maſt. That, my deareſt Sophy, fhall be almott 
the only thing I will deny you. And you will 
thank me hereafter for oppoting 2 forbic, which 
eclipſed your good fenſe, and ferved only to make 
you ridiculous. Nay more, to convince you that 
I can cadure the found of an infirument, do bur 
what company you plcaic, and my facher may be 
indulged with his country-dance afterwards mos 
the bargain. 

Old Mak. Afterwards ? We'll have 2 dance now! 
viols, and let the fidies firike up here, and call 
in your fingers to go down the dance with us. 
A With all my heart. Bus © have more 
wonders for you. 
Sophy. What Cye mean ? 
A. Il fhew you. Rains / 

[To Ram, who advances. 
Rahn. Signor“ 
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Maſt. Signor] don't fignor me, puppy. Sophy, 
do you know this gentleman ? 

Sophby. Nobody better ; it is fignor RH. 
Maſt See now, how eaſy it is to impoſe on you: 
He is as great a cheat as myſelf. This is a6 Gignor 
Rofini, but honeſt Jack Rosin, from Comms his 
court ; one of the Choice Spirits, the chicf leader 
in all uv concertos ; and by my direction he crept 
into your pay as gr Reins. 

Sopby. Indeed? I muſt fairly own that this laſt cir- 
cumſtance mortifes me, and makes me more 
aſhamed of my muſical attachment than all the 
reſt. To be duped by Mr. Rofin, is too palpable 
a weakneſs not to be repented ! But now, Sir, if I 
conſent to lower my note, (to make uſe of a muſical 
—_—_—— you will 
lower your note too? 

Maſt. In every particular that does not hurt 
your fortupe, or injure your character, you ſhall 
find me the tendereſt and moſt compliant of 
huſbands. And now, Sophy, do but chearfully 
reign this one foible, we ſhall be the happieſt 
couple in Great Brizain. And though there has 
beer ſome little diſcord berween us at firſt, we ſhall 
agree for the future as well as baſs and treble. 
And give me leave to congratulate you, that in- 
ſtead of Sirmer MsGCC ati, you bave got boneſt 
Coke Meass. EFILOGUE, 


HE CST MH XX 7 ” 
Spoken by Miſs Porn. 


DIEU for ever, muſick and weras * 

Dear Tafte—fnce England —ę„— 
In ſpite of faſhion, Nature will prevail - 

I cannot argue, but will tell 2 tale. 

Once on 2 time the birds, Shot tole delight 
Was harmony, bad concerts ev'ry night. 
Sweet, as /talians, were the tuneful race, 
With nature's ente, trill, and grace. 

Soon as the deaf this airy muſick knew, 
The Lion cried, * We'll have 2 concert two. 
Come, ye fweet warblers of the four-foot race * 
u fing the tenor; brother Bear, the baſs. 
« Come then He roar'd, and of his voice made 

trial, 
And grinn d like the grim bead of 2 h. 
Puppies and Colts in treble yelp and acigh ; 
Goats ſhake and flur; in alt loud Aﬀes bras: 
Wolves, Bulls, Sheep, Hogs, ud Dogs, in trans 
fonorous, 
Hew!, roar, bleat, grunt, and bah, caarmmg 
chorus ! 
Mußcian Cats the bagpipes ſqueeze ; the Ape, 
Adler imart, the cat-gut kacas w frape : 


High 


EPIL OGUE 
The Cuckow ſung firſt voice ; the Owl beat time: 
The Bat —ſo ſtrange, nocertain ſpecies knows her 
1 
&« Heav'ns !” cried the brutes, how much our 
taſte's increas'd ! 
& Muſick has charms to ſooth a ſavage beaſt !” 
Hey! ſays the Fox, here's muſick! ceaſe your 
ſqualling, 
Your howling, yelping, braying, catterwauling ! 
Sbut up your ugly jaws! yen fly as ſoon 
Each bcaft aſham'd, ſtops ſhort, and diſappears z 
Now for the moral! Ye, that love to roam 
For taſte abroad, learn common-ſenſe at home 
For arts and arms a Brites is the thing 
Jounx BvLL was made to rear but not to fing, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


OEVER has read the very entertaining 
collection of Moral Tales, lately publiſhed 
by M. Marmontel, will immediately diſcover, that 
the firſt hint of this little piece was taken from the 
epiſode of Lindor, in the ScxUrULE ; and the ridi- 
culous conceit of being beloved for ent own ſake, 
for one's ſelf alone, is alſo admirably expoſed in the 
farſt of thoſe tales, called ALC1B14DE, e, ic Mor. 

That part of the fable which relates to Made» 
moiſelle Florival, is taken, with ſome alteration, 
from a ſtory originally publiſhed in one of the 
numbers of the Britiſh Magazine, and faid to be 
founded on fact. 

After theſe acknowledgments, nothing further 
remains but to return thanks to the publick for the 
very favourable reception they have given to this lit- 
tle piece, and to the performers for their great care 
„„ 
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PROLOGUE 


QPHE Done is in dim! What the deuce 
(1 hear you cry) can that produce ? 

What does it can What can it be ? 

A little patience—and you'll fee. 

Behold, to keep your minds uncertain, 

Between the fcene and you this curtain ! 

To pleaſe the more, when all comes out. 

And laid the whole a#aur before ye, 

Came forth in ümple phraſe to fay, 

„Pore the beginning of this play “, 

« J, hapleſs Polydore, was found 

« By fiſhermen, or others, drown'sd | 

« Or-—l, 2 gentleman, did wed 

The lady | would never bed, 

« Great Agamemanon's royal daughter, 

« Who's coming hither—to draw water.” 

Thus gave at once the bards of Greece 

The cream and marrow of the picce 3 


» The lines marked with twrned commas, ane taken firs a prony 
called Shakeſpeare, an Egittle tw Mr. Crics. Sos Lond” Prams, 
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PROLOGUE 
Afſcing no trouble of your own 
To ſkim the milk, or crack the bone. 

The pocts now take diff rent ways: 

Een lit them find it out for Bayes ! 
And Traged7 as well might ſwagger 
Without blank verſe, or bowl, or dagger, 
As Farce attempt the arduous taſk 
To walk abroad without her maſk. 

A Poet, as once Poets us d, 

To poverty was quite reduc d: 

No boy on crrands to be ſent, 

On his own meſiages he went: 

As from the chandler's ſhop he came, 

Under his thread-bare cloak, poor ſoul ! 

He cover d—half a peck of coal. 

A wag (bi: friend) began to ſmoke, 
—George | tell us, what's beneath your cloak 
Tell you ! it were as well to ſhew—- 

I hide it—that you ſhould not know. 

Yet Farce and Title, one to other 
Shou'd ſcem, like Sofas, a twin-brother. 
Prologues, like Andrews at a fair, 

To draw you in, ſhould make you tare. 
& The notified ! the only booth !-—walk in 
« Gem'min, in here !—juſt going to begin!“ 


And 
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And if our Author don't produce 
Some character that pluys the dewer 3 
If there's no frolick, ſenſe, nor whim, 
Retort ! and play the d with hin 
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Scans, 6 ren in Emily's benſe. 


Enter Emuly, with @ letter open in . 
- Mademeiſells Flortval, in man'; claaths. 


Emin. 


E affurcd that I will do cvery thing in amy 
power to ferve you; my brother knew thas 
he might command my fervice.—Be comizrtcd, 
I beſcech you, madam. 

Flur. You cannot wonder, madam, that | hould 
be ſhocked, cxtremely ſhocked, at the cruct ae» 
ceſßty of appearing before you in fo indelicate a 
Ailguiſe. 

Emily. Indeed you need not: There & fame» 
thing in your manner which convinces ac, that 
= + ey matt 

Vo. IV. 1 
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with it! though I will not venture to enquire into 
the particulars of your ſtory, till your mind is 
more at eaſe. | | 

Flor. Alas, madam, it is my intereſt to make 
you acquairited with my ſtory. I am the daugh- 
ter of Monſieur Florival, a French phyſician, in 
the iſland of Belleiſſe— An Engliſh officer, who 
had been deſperately wounded, was, after the capi- 
tulation, for the ſake of due attendance, taken into 
my father's houſe, and as I, in the very early part of 
my life, had reſided in England, be took ſome 
picaſure in my converſation : In a word, be won 
my aſſections, and akked me of my father in mar- 
riage ; but he, alas! too much influenced by the 
narrow prejudices fo common between the two 
Nations, forbad the aber his houfe ; but not be- 
fore we were, by the moſt ſolemn cngagements, 
ſecretly contracted to each other. 

Emily. May 1 aft the officer's name ? 

Fir. Excuſe me, madam Till I fee or bear 
from bim once more, my prudence, vanity, of 
call it what you will, will ſcarce ſuſſer me to men- 
tion it. Your brother, indeed, is acquainted 
With—— 

Emily. I beg your pardon.—1 hope, however, 
you have no reaſon to think youricli neglected or 
forgorten ? 


Fl. 
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Flor. Oh, no! far from it. Me was foon re» 
called by orders from England; and on ay facher + 
preffing me to conſent to another march, my 
paſhon—l bluſh to own t—cranfported me fo far, 
as to depart abruptly from Belleifle. 1 came aver 
la an Engliſh ſhip to Portimouth, » here | expectes, 
according to lettcr> be had contmved ww fend aw, 
to find the officer. Burt judge of my Gfhpgrints 
ment, when 1 lean that be embarked bur thoue 
days before for the hege of the Havannan. 
Emily. The Harannah! you rack me ncacig. — 
Pray go on ! 

Flay. ln 2 firange kingdom —4adlonc— nu 4 wo 
man—what could | do la order U UU Elbagune 
rics after me, | difgualed mytcif us this habit, and 
mixt with the officers of the place bat your o- 
ther toon difcovered my uncalincts, and US through 
my diſguiſe. I frankly confeed w hin every 
particular of my Mey in conſequence of which, 
he has thus generoutly recommended ac tw your 


procechion. : 
Emily. And you may depend on my ten- 

Your fituation affects me Rtrangeiy. 

Flor. Oh | madam, it is impoilible w wit you 

half its milcrics : Eſpecially Gace yuur becher has 

convinced me, that I am &@ lable w be dit 


«orered. 
12 42 
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Emily. You hall throw off that drefs as foort 
as poſſible, and then 1 will take you into the houſe 
with me and my fiſter. In the mean time, let me 
ſee you every day—every hour. I ſhall not be 
afraid that your viſits will affet my reputation. 

Fler. You are too good to me. [Weeping 

Emily. Nay, this is too much. It overcomes me. 
Pray be chearful ! 

Fler. I humbly take my leave. 

Emily. Adieu I ſhall expect you to dinner. 
Fler. I ſhall do myſelf the honour of waiting 
on you. | [Emt. 

Emily alen] Poor woman! I thought my own 
uneafineſs almoſt inſupportable, and yet how 
much muſt her anxiety exceed mine 

Enter Bell. 


Bell. So, fiſter| I met your fine gentleman. 
Upon my word, the young ſpark muſt be a fa- 
vourite—Y ou have had a tte-a-tite of above half 
an hour together. 

Emig. How dye like him? 

Ball. Not at all: A ſoft, lady-like gentleman, 
with 2 White hand, 2 mincing ſtep, and a ſmooth 
chin | Where docs this pretty maitcr come from ? 

Emig. From my brother. 

Ball. Who is he? 


Em. 
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Fang. A prefent to you. 
Ball. A prefent to me | What Zye men ? 
Emily. Why, did not my brother promafe to take 
care of you before he went abroad ? 

Bell. Well! and what then ? 
Emily. What then | why be bas taken care of 
you——ſent you 2 pretty fellow for a butband — 
Could he potfibly take better care of you ? 

Bell. A buſband ?—A puppet, 2 44. 

Emily. A ſoldier, Belt | A red coat, conkfder ? 

Bail. A fine foldicr indeed \—1 can't bear to fee 
2 red coat cover any thang but 4 man, hiter '—Gire 
me a ſoldier, that looks as if be could love me and 
protect me, ay, and tame me too, if 1 defery's t— 
If 1 was to have this thing for a buſband, I would 
ſet ham at the top of my India cabinet, with the 
China Ggures, and bid the maid take care the l 
not break ham. 

Emily. Well, well; if this is the caſe, 3 don't 
know what my brother will Gay to you. Here's bus 
letter read it ; and fend bim an anfwer yourfell. 

Bell {reads}. Dear fiffer, the bearer of thus atter 
is @ 86, fo! your fervans, made! and 
your's too, filter - „% caſe is wily campo 
fionate, and whom I maff carnaftty recummens 
— 
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c tm in « for ton. It be whipped 
mow, if this is not forme miſtreſs of his. 
Fei. No, no, Bell U know ber whole hiftory; 


it is quite 2 little novel. She is s Frenchwoman, 
wntemotfelle Florival, run away from her father xt 
Nude, e &ving for an Englifh gentleman ut 
the Hern. 

B-!/. The Havarmah *—Not for colonel Tamper, 
I hope, Mer ! 

Pity. If colone! Tamper had been at the taking 
of Re Heide teo, 1 ould have been frię hied out of 
my wits zbout it. 

Bell. Suppoſe 1 eule bring you ſome news of 
Him? 

Emily. Of whom? 

Bell. Colonel Tamper. 

Emily. What do you mean? 
B-!!. Only a card. 

Emily. A card from whom ? what card? 
EIL. Oh” what 2 delightful futter it puts ber 
into ! 

Emily. Nav, but tel! me 

Bel. Well then —while your viſiter was here, 
there came 2 card from major Belford ; and I took 
the liberty of ſending an anſwer to it. 


Emih. 
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Emily. Let me fee its Dine Bel, ee ne fie i 

Bell. Oh, it was nothing but, © bis comgt 
* ments, and definng to have the honour of want 
© ing on. you 1287 thy morning from colonel 
* Tamper.” 

E From colonel Temper * What can this 
mean ? I am ready ts fink with far! Why ann 
not he come bumbelt / 
Bell. He's not arrived, not came ws wan you, | 
buppoic. 

&muly. Oh, Bell | | coubt fgpotc rwency things 
that termty me wo. death. 
Bell. | thank now tach a medage ought wo put 
YOU yuite out of your pam , bc could agt come 
from colonei Lampe, i there was av tuck perien 
an being. 

&miy. Ay, but ſuppoiec any accident hould have 
happened to him | Heaven forbid '— How nies 
tunatc is it to doat upon 2 man, Sie profeiice 
expoies him hourly to the riſk of bus life! 

Bell. Lord, Emily, how can you torment your- 
felt with iuch horrid imaginations * Befides, hould 
the worſt come to the wort—u is but 2 lover ot, 
and that is 3 loſs cafily repaired, you know. 
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be heartily in for it yourſelf, Bell, you will know 
that when a pure and difintereſted paſhon fills the 
breaſt, when once a woman has ſet her heart upon 
= man, nothing in the world but that very man 

Ball. I admire your ſetting yowr heart, as you call 
it, of all things. Your love, my dear Emily, is 
not fo romantick : Y ou pitch upon a man of figure 
and well-bred ; of rank in life, and credit in his 
ꝓroſeſhom ; 2 man that half the women in town 
would pull caps for, and then you talk like a fly 
prude of your pure and difntereſted paſhon. 

_ Emily. Why then, Teeclare, if be had not a 
friend on earth, or « ſhilling in the world ; if be 
was as miſcrablc as the utmoſt malice of ill forrunc 
could make him; I would prefer colonel Tamper 
to the firſt duke in the kingdom. 
Bell. Oh, filter! it is a mighty cafy thing for 
perions rolling in affluence, and a coach and fix, 
to talk of living on bread and water, and the com- 
forts of love in 2 cottage. 

Eni Tuc coack and fix, Bell, would give little 
happinci. to thoſe who could not be happy without 
it. When once the heart has ſettled its affections, 
how mean is 1! to withdraw them from any paltry 
conſiderations, of what naturc forver ! 


Bill. 
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Bell. * 1 think the lady doth procett two much.” 
Emily. * Ay, but he'll keep ber word.” 


Enter Servant 
Serv. Major Belford, madam ! [ Exit. 
Emily. Shew him in,—Oh, Bell, 1 x3 ready te 
drop with apprehenion ! 
Enter Mujer Beiford. 


Bf. Ladies, your bumble ſervant. | /alutes them.) 
I rejoice to find you fo well. 

Bell. And we congratulate you, n nr, on your 
ſaſe return from the Hirannah. How docs your 


exprefhon '— ls he in England ? 
BY. Yes, madam. 
Emily. In wen? 
le, madum. 
Emily. Way have not we the pleature of feving 
him then ? 
Belf. Hell be here immediately, madin. 
Emilz. Oh! well! 

. Bui it was thought proper that 1 Souls 
ait on you brd, to prepare you for his cc 
Emily. To prepare me * what does. be mean? 

S.. 
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Belf. Only to prevent your being alarmed at his 
appearance, madam. 

Emily. Alarm'd? You terrify me more and more! 
What is the matter? 

Belf. Nay, nothing trifle—the mere chance of 
war—la fortune de Is guerre, as the French call it 
that's all, madam! 

Emily. Tm upon the rack! Dear Sir, explain ! 

B. The colonel, you know, madam, is 2 
man of ſpirit: Having expoſed his perſon very 
gallantly in the ſeveral actions before the town of 
the Havannah, be received many wounds ; one ar 
two of which have been attended with rather dif- 
agrec able circumſtances. 

Emily. But is the colonel well at preſent, Sir ? 
Belf. Extremely well, madam. 
Emily. Are not the conſequences of his wounds 
likely to endanger his life ? 

Belf. Not in the leaſt, madam, 

Emily. 1 am ſatisfied. Pray go on, Sir! 
Belf. Do not you be alarmed, madam ! 
Emily. Keep me no longer in ſuſpence, I be- 
ſeech you, Sir. 

Bell. What can all this mean ? 
eclone! reccived, madam, were, one a hutle 

above 
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vhove the knee, and another in bis ce. bn con 
ſequence of the frit, be was reduerd to the necel- 
bey of faving bis like by the e of » kg; and 
the latter has d-oprived him of the NAA of wn oye. 
Emily. Oh, Heavens! —— — 
A. Poos Emily! How coukt you be e eps, 
Sir? The violent agitation of her mac w we much 
for her ſpirus- 
. Excuſe me, madam ' | was afraid of mak> 
ing you vacaly; and yet it was necetibey you 
thould be aquauntcy with tAcic cul umbtacics 
previous tw your eng the ee 


Emily [recovering], Loſt & leg and an ac, did 


you fay, Sir? 
EL No, not an arm—an , . 

Emily. An oye! work and wort oe Pray 
colonel ! 

Belf. Rather unfortunate, ts be fore! Bur wa 
ſhould confder, madam, that we have faved his 
life ; and that theſe were facniices necetfary for 
its preſervation. 

Emily. Very wwe. Ay, ay; © as be has but bis 
life, I am bappy. And 1 ought now t@ be at 
tached to him, not only from tendernefs, but 


compallion. 
Be. After all, madam, bis appearance is much 
Nucr 
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help of a black ribband, is very little disfigured ; 
and he has got a falſe leg, made fo naturally, that, 
— — —⅛ 
alteration in his perſon and deportment z beſides 
n 
cularly well. 

Emily. I am glad of it. But, alas! he whoſe 
perion was ſo charming And then his eyes! that 
were ſo brilliant ! ſo full of ſenſibility ! 

Belf. This accident, madam, on his own account, 
gives him no uncafineſs ; to ſay the truth, he ſeems 
rather vain upon it; I could wiſh therefore, when 
he comes, that you would not ſeem too deeply 
aſſecled, but rather aſſume an air of chearfulneſs, 
leſt any viſible uncaſineſs in you ſhould ſhock the 
colonel. 

Emily. Poor colonel ! I know his ſenſibility. Let 
me endeavour, therefore, to convince him, that be 
is as dear to me as ever! Oh, yes! cf me what is 
will, | muſt ſhew him that the preſervation of his 
life is an entire conſolation to me. 


Emer Servant. 


Serv. Colonel Tamper, madam ! 
Emily. Eh! what ? [ Diſordered. 
Bll. 
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| Bell. Defire the colonel to walk up — Compete 
yourſelf, my dear ! Poor Emily! 1 am in pain for 
her. . 


| Enter Colonel Tamper —runs up te Emuy. 
Tamper. My dearcit Emily | How bappy am | 
to ſe you once again? | have brought back the 
honeſt heart and hand which | devorrd to you; 45 
to the reſt of my body, you fee | did not cans hx 
pence what became of it. Milos Bell, 1 ojoaice e 
fee you ſo well. Major, 1 am yours; but, my 
Emibly—— 

Emily. Oh, coloact ! 
{ Bur ffs into tears, and wan; upon Bok. 
Tamper. How this ? Tears ! 

Bell. Y ou ſhould not bare followed the e 
ſoon, colonel; the bad farce recorened the ht 
ſhock from his iarclhgence. 

Tamper. My patience woulkt fuer me wo delay 

no loager. Why do you weep ©, Emily? Ars 
you ſorry to fee me again ? 
Emily. Soury to fee you valurmunace. [ Wiguang. 
Tamper. Unfortunacc ? call me racher tortumuce 
I] am come back alive z alive and merry, Emily ! 

Em. | am glad you have Gred your ite. 

t. 
I 
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Tanger. I dare fay you are: Look on me, then . 
What, not one glance? Won't you deign to look 
on your poor maimed ſoldier ? {paufing}—ls it 
poſſible, then, that any little alteration of my 
perſon can occaſion a change in your ſentiments ? 

Emily. Never, colonel, never! It is furcly nd 
mark of want of afeftion to be ſo much bart at 


bf honour, and tokens of valour:—1 declare I bear 
them about with mc as the moſt honourable badges 
af my proſeſſion I am proud of them—I would 
blood in Chriſtendom. 
Emihyy. . 
at this accident ? 

Tumper. 2 — crammed 
too, Emily ! You ſhall find more in me ſtill, than 
in half the battered rakes and fops about town. It 
injures me no more than it does 2 fine tree, to lop 
my branches. My trunk is heart of oak, and I 
ſhall thrive the better for it 

Emily. But is there no hope of recovering your 
eye again? Oh, we muſt have the beſt advice—ls 
the fight quite loſt ? 


T amper 5 
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beetle, Emily. what does that bgnity / 

—. ror 4 Th . 
I hall | 

— 4 fre the clearer with the 


Emh. | cannot look at him without thudkbering, 
' Retires, =. 141 dann. 

Bell. What aftion | 
1 was it nn 
Tamper. Before the More caftie, ma'am, before 
— 

you, ma'am. Ah, the . 
— Bur if men go to run their heads again dane 
— rats — — 

de fore their 
droken way though them 
—— — 

0 the while ; the major and 1 & 
4 — 
paid the dons—didn't we, major — Du Veiaico! 
poor Velaſco! A fine, brave don! mult be owned. 
I had rather have died like Velaſco, than hare 
lived to be generaliſkmo. 

Bell [te Emily). How ue you, Sifter ? 
—_— Nay, pricbee, Emily, be comforcd ! 
than all this might bare happened tw me 
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at home. I might have thrown away my life 
in a ducl, or broke my neck in 4 fox-chaſe ; a fit 
of the gout, or an apoplexy, might have maimed 
me ten times worſe for ever; or a palſy, perhaps, 
have killed one half of me at a fingle ſtroke. 
You muit not take on thus—if you do, I ſhall be 
extremely uncaſy. 
- Emily; Excuſe me! I cannot help it—but be 
aſſured I eſteem you as much as ever, Sir! 

Tamiper. Efteem ! and Sir /-—This is cold lan- 
p Cray ed cher yan el 
228 

| Emily. I don't know what I ſay—I am not well 
—let me retire. 

Tamper. When ſhall we name the happy day ? 
IT ſhall make ſhift to dance on that occafion—tho? 
as Withrington fought, on my ſtumps, Emily ! 
Tell me, when ſhall we be happy ? | 

Emily. 1 grow more and more faint. Lead me 
to my chamber, Bell. 

Bell. She is very ill; don't teaze her now, colonel; 
but let us try to procure her ſome repoſe ! 

Tamper. Ay, ay, 2 ſhort fleep, and a little reflec 
tion, and all will be well, I dare ſay. I will be here 
again ſoon, and adminiiter conſolation, I warrant 
you. Adicu, my dear Emily ! 

Emily. 
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Emily. Adieu !—Oh Bell. | 
[Exit in tears, with Beik. 

Manent Major Belford and Colone! Tamper. 
Tamper [aſſuming his natural air and manner ). 
Ha, ha, ha ! Well, Belford, what is your opunion 
now ? Will the ſtand the teſt, or no ? 

Belf. If the does, it is more than you de» 
ſerve; I could wiſh ſhe would give you up, with 
all my heart, if I did not think you would run Rack 
mad with vexation. ' 

Tamper. Why & ? 

Belf. Becauſe, as I have often tokd you before, 
this is a moſt abſurd and ridiculous fheme, 
a mere trick to impoſe upon yourſelf, and mult 
probably end in your lofing the affections of an 
amiable lady. 

Tamper. You know, Beiford, there is an cxccfs 


Tamper. Rather foy it will cnfare the frrure 
happineſs of my life. Before I bind nyflf = 
abide by a woman, at all events, and in all circum- 
ſtances, | muſt be affurcd that the will, t ail cventa, 
and in all circumitances, retain ber affection for 
me. 


Vor. IV. * Belf. 
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Belf. "Sdeath, I have no patience to hear you. 
Have not you all the reaſon in the world to reſt 
aſſured, that Emily entertains a moſt ſincere paſſion 
for you ? | 

Tamper. Perhaps ſo; but then I am not cqually 
aſſured of the baſis on which that paſſion is 
founded. | 

Belf. Her folly, I am afraid. 

Tamper. Nay, but I am ſerious, major. 

Belf. You are very ridiculous, colonel ! 

Tamper. Well, well! it does not fignify talking; 
I muſt be convinced that the loves me for my own 
lake, for myſelf alone ; and that were I diveſted of 
every deſirable gift of fortune, and of nature, and 
ſhe was to be addreſſed by fifty others, who poſ- 
ſeſſed them all in the moſt eminent degree, ſhe 
would ſl ill continue to prefer me to all the reſt of 
mankind. 

Belf. Moſt precious refinement, truly ! This 
is the moſt high-flown metaphyſicks in ſentiment 
I ever heard in my life—picked up in one of 


your expeditions to the coaſt of France, I ſuppoſe — 


— No plain Engliſhman ever dream'd of ſuch a 
whim—Love you for yourſelf ! for your ewn ſake ! 
—not ſhe truly. 

Tamper. How then ? 


Belf. 
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Bf. Why, for her own, © be frre—and © 
would 2% body clic. —l 2m your friend, and love 
you as a friend; and why? becauſe Fam glad w 
have commerce with a man of rakenes, honour, 
and honeſty. Let me once fee you behave Ike a 
polrroon, or 2 villa, and you know | would cut 
your throat, colonel ! 

Tamper. 1 don't doube you, major! Bur if the 
don't love me for my own fake, for myſelf, as I ai, 
how can | ever be certain, that ihe will nor rang 
fer that love to another. 

Belf. For your ewn fake | for poarfolf again? 
Why, what, in the name of common sende, is ths 
felf of yours, that you make fach 2 rout abour 7 
Your birth, your fortune, your charatier, your 
talents, and perhaps, fwect coloneh, thas foect 
perſou of yours—all thei may have taken r 
creaſe her partiality tor them in you, more than in 
things are your ſelf. You arc but the ground, and 
theſe qualities are woven into your frame. Yet 
it is not the fiuf, but the richack of the work, 
that lamps a valuc on the piece. 

Tuner. Why, this is downright frmonizing, 
major! Give you pudding Scores, and a grunt 

K 2 ite 
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wig, you might be chaplain to the regiment. Yet 
matrimony is a leap in the dark, indeed, if we can- 
not before-hand make ourſelves at all certain of 
the fidelity and affection of our wives. 
Belf. Marriage is precarious, I grant you, and 
muſt be ſo. You may play like a wary gameſter, tis 
true. I would not marry a notorious profligate, 
nor 2 woman in a confumption; but there is no 
more anſwering for the continuance of her good 
diſpoſition, than that of her good health. 
Tamper. Fine maxims! make uſe of them your- 
ſelf; they won't ſerve me: A ſine time, indeed, 
to experience 2 woman's fidelity after marriage 
4 time when every thing conſpires to render it her 
intereſt to deceive you ! No, no; no fool's para- 
diſe for me, Belford ! 
Belf. A fool's paradiſc is better than a wiſeacre's 
Purgatory. 
Tamer. "Sdeath, Belford, who comes here ?— 
I ſhall bediſcovered. [reſuming his counter ſeit manner. 
Enter Prattle. 


Prat. Gentlemen, your moſt obedient! Mighty 
ſorry, extremely concerned to hear the lady's taken 
ill—T was ſent for in a violent hurry—Had forty 
patients to vifit—Reſolved to ſee her, however 

Major 
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Major Belford, I rejoice to fee you in good health 
—Have I the honour of knowing this gentleman ? 
[pornting to Tamper, and going up ts bum. 
Tamper. Hum! bum! (abe away from Prectle, 
and putting bis bundber chief to bus face, 

Belf. An acquaintance of mine, Mr. Praamkc ! 
You don't know him, | beheve—A lhe hurt in 
the ſervice— hat's all. N 

Prat. Accidents, accidents will happer— do 
leſs than ſeven brought into our wnfrmary yeiter- 
day, and ten into the hoſpital —Did you hear, ma- 
jor Belford, that poor lady Di. Racket brooke ber 
arm lat night, by an overmrs, from her hors 
taking fright among the vaſt croud of coaches get» 
ting in at hdy Thunder's roue? and yeltenday 
morning, Sir Helter Sacher, who us © remarkably 
fond of driving, put out his cullar-bonc, by 2 fall 
from his own coach-box. 
_ Tamper. es — I with he's be 
gone. «part 1 . 
Belf. But your fair patient, Mz. Practic —I an 
afraid we detain you. 
Prat. Not at all; I] attend her immediaccly. 
Laing, returns.) — Y ou have not acardet the chanye 
in the miniſtry ? 

Tamper. Plhaw ! 
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Belf. 1 have. 
Prat. Well, well |—{ going, returns.) Lady Sarah 
Melville brought to-bed within theſe two hours! a2 


ſhall have a conſultation of phyſicians, the knocker 


tied up, and ſtraw laid in the ftreet ſhortly —But 
arc not you aſhamed, Tamper, to give her all this 
uncaineſs ? 
Tamper. No matter—I'll make her ample amends 
at the laſt. What could poſſeſs them to ſend for 
this blockhead ? He“ make her worſe and worſe ; 
he will abſolutcly talk her to death, 

Belf. Oh, the puppy's in faſhion, you know. 

Tamper. It is lucky enough the fellow did not 
know me. He's a downright he-goſlip, and any 
thing he knows might as well be publiſhed in the 
Daily Advertiſer. But come, for fear of diſcovery, 
we had better decamp for the prefent. March! 

Belf. You'll expoſe yourſelf confoundedly, 
Tamper. 

Tamper. Say no more | IT am reſolved to put her 
affection to the trial: If ſhe's thorough proof, I'm 
made for ever. Come along. [yorng. 


Beif. 
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Belf. Tamper. 
Tamper. Oh, I a hae ' I forget. [Gngoy. 
Belf. Lord ! lood ! what 2 foot Glf-love makes 
of man | Eaount. 


. 


SCENE, Emily's droffing-ramm. 
Emily, Boil, Pratile, futing. 
Bell. 
>. 
Emily. 


Emily. 1 am much better than 1 was, I thank 
you. Heigho ! 

Prat. Ay, ay, I knew we hould be better by- 
and-by. Theſe little nervous diforders are very 
common all over the town—mercly owing to the 
damp weather, which relaxes the tone of the whole 
ſyſtem. The poor ducheſs of Porcelain has bad 2 
fever on her ſpirits theſe three weeks; lady Teazer's 
caſc is abſolutcly byſterical; and lady Betty Dawdle 
is almoſt half mad with lownefs of ſpirits, beads 
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aches, tremblings, rain fears, and wandrings of 
the mind. 
Emily. Prey, Bis. Nn how dee goor nit 
Crompton do ? | 
Prat. Never better, ma'am ! Somebody has re- 
moved her diſorder, by preſcribing very eſfectually 
to the marquis of Cranford. His intended match 
with miſs Richman, the hundred thouſand pounds 
fortunc, is quite off, and ſo, m' am, miſs Crompton 
is perfectly well again.—By-the-by too, ſhe has 
another reaſon to rejoice; for her couſin miſs 
Dorothy, who lives with her, 2nd began, you know, 
to grow rather old-maidith, as we ſay, ma am, made 
a ſudden conqueſt of Mr. Bumper, a Lancaſhire 
gentleman of a great eſtate, who came up to town 
for the Chriſtmas, and they were married at miſs 
Crompton's yeſterday evening. 
Bell. Is it true, Mr. Prattle, that Sir John 
Medley is going to the ſouth of France for the rc- 
covery of his health ? | 
Prat. Very true, ma'am, very true, that he's 
going, I promiſe you ; but not for the recovery of 
his health; Sir John's well cnougb himdclf, but his 
affairs art in a galloping conſumption, I aſſure you. 
No Icſs than two executions in his houſe, I beard 
it for fat at lady Modiſh's, Poor gentleman! I 
have 
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o'clock in the morning. He has had a fad ran a 
long time, but that Lü Tr at Newmarket ta 
undid bim — Pray, Ldics, have you bead the A 
of Alderman Manchefter's LA? 
Bail. Oh, nv. Pray what s it? 
Prat. A terrible ſtory indeed : Eloped from het 
huſband, and went of with bord Jobs Sprighthy. 
Their intention, it feems, was ts go nent is 
Holland ; but the Alderman pus.ucd them w Him 
wich, and catched them juſt as they were gowy 
cmbark. He thrcatncd bord Joha with 2 prote- 
cutiun; but lord John, who kacw the Ablkerman's 
turn, came down with z thoutand pownds, and fo 
the Alderman received bus ie, and aft &s welt 
again. 

Bell. 1 vow, Mr. Prattic, you ace extremely amule 
ing You know the chit-chat of the whole wen. 

Pras. Can't avoid picking up a few fight ancc- 
dotes, to bc ſure, ma'wn — Go wo the belt huuks 
in town— Attend the bett Laibe ws the Kingdom 
— Nobody better Cc t- Nobody takes mace 
care— Nobody Uics to give ec Lillatkachon, 

Bell. Is there any publick news of any kad, Ms. 
Prattle ? 

Prat. None ai all, ma'am, except thas the adficers 
are moſt of them tun d from the Havannab, 


29 
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Emily. So we hear, Sir. 

Prat. I ſaw colonel Tamper yeſterday. Oh, ay! 
and major Belſord, and another gentleman, as 1 
came in here this morning. 

Bell, That was colonel Tamper, Sir. 

Prat, That gentleman colonel Tamper, ma'am ? 

Bell. Yes, Sir. 

Prat. Pardon me, ma'am! I know colonel Tam- 
per very well. That poor gentleman was ſome- 
what diſabled—had ſuffered a little in the wars— 
colonel Tamper is not ſo unfortunate. 

Emily. Oh, yes, that horrid accident ! 

Prat. What accident? 

Bell. His wounds —his wounds—don't you 
know, Sir ? ” 

Prat. Wounds! ma'am-—Upon my word I never 
knew he had received any. 

Bd. No! why, he loſt a leg and an eye at the 
fiege of the Havannah. 

Prat. Did he? Why then, ma'am, Tl be bold 
to ſay, he is the luckieſt man in the world. 

Bell. Why fo, Sir? 

Prat. Becauſe, ma'am, if he loſt a leg and an 
eve at the Havannab, they muſt be grown again, 
or he has ſomehow procured others, that do the 
bufineſs every whit as well. 

Emily. Impoſſibic 

Prat. 
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Prot. 1 with | may dic, maamm, if the colonct 
had not yeſterday two 2s good legs and fac ones 
25 any wan in the work, If be bo& one of cach 
at the Havannah, we prachuoners in phyhck thoukd 
be much obliged to him e communicate bis ww 
ceipt, for the benee of Greewwich and Cheitea 
Hofpirals. 
Emily. re you fure that the colonel has had no 
fuch lofs, Sir ? 

Pret. As fare as that I am here, nn I Ge 
juſt over-againkt my houſe, yeſterday: And the 
laſt place | was at this morning was Mrs. Daylight's, 
where | heard the colonel was at her rout lait might, 
and that every body thought he was rather un- 
proved than injured by his late expedition — But 
odſo ! hck-a-day, lack-a-day, lack-a-day | —now | 


recollet— Ha, ba, hat [Laughing wory hearnitls. 
Bell. What's the matter, Mr. Prattie 7 


Prat. Excuſe me, ladies! I can't forbear langh- 
ing—Ha, ba, hai'—The gendieman in Voter 
room, colonel Tamper !—Ha, ba, ba —I fad tag 
colonel had a mind to pay 2 vift in maſqu-rade this 
morning—l fpoke to major Belford—1 thought | 
knew his friend too; but be limped away, and 
hid his face, and would not fpeak to me. Upon 
my word, be did it very well | 1 could have foorn 

there 
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there had been an amputation : He would make 
a figure at a maſked ball. Ha, ha, ba! 

[ Looking at each other, aud affecting to laugh. 
Prat. Ha, ha, ha! very comical z ha, ha, ha 
Bell. A frolick, Mr. Prattle, a frolick ! I think, 

however, you had better not take any notice of it 
abroad. 

Prat. Me I ſhall never breathe it, madam ! 1 
am cloſe as oak, an abſolute free-maſon for ſecreſy. 
But, ma'am, LM. I muſt bid you good morn» 
ing—1 have ſeveral patients to viſit, before dinner. 
Mrs. Tremor, I know, will be dying with the va- 
pours till ſhe ſees me; and I am to meet doctor 
Valerian at lord HeQtick's in leis than half an 
bour. 

Emilz. Ring the bell, my dear. Mr. Prattle, your 
ſerrant. 

Prat. Ladies, your very bumble fervant — 1 
ſhall ſend you a cordial mixture, ma'am, to be 
taken in any particular faintneſs, or lowneſs of ſpirits, 
and ſome draughts for morning and evening. Have 
a care of catching cold, be cautious in your diet, 
and I make no doubt but in a few days we ſhall 
be pericAly recovered. Ladies, your ſervant ! your 
moſt obedient, very bumble ſervant ! [Exzt. 

— © 
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Bell (after @ parſe). Siſter Emily ! 

Emily. Siſter Ben 

Bell. What dye think of colonel! Tamper now, 
litter ? 

Emily. Why, | am fo provoked, and &© pleaſed? 
ſo angry, and fo diverted ! that I dont know who» 
ther F ould be in, or cut of humour, at this 
diſcovery. 

Bell. No !-—15 it podle you can have & lade 
ſtory at every houſe be goes into; it will be town» 
talk. If 2 lover of awac had wnrempred ts pur fuck 
an impudent deceit upon , 1 would acvcr ee his 
face again. 

Emily. I you had 2 lover that you likek, Bulk, 
you would not be quite fo vinient, 

Bell. ladeced bue I rout Wharf? tr come hore 
with a Canterbury take of 2 kg and an owe, and 
Heaven knows what, merely to ty the tent of 
his power over you! To gratify bis incndinace 
vanity, in caſe you fed retain your affection for 
him ; or to reproach you for your weakne's md 
infidelity, if you could nor reconcile yourſelf in 
him on that ſuppot::oa ! 

Emily. It is abominably provoting, town; 2d 
yet, Bell, it is not 2 quarter of au hour ago, but £ 
» ould 
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won have parted with half my fortune to have 
me it certain that there was 7 trick in the ſtory. 

Bil! Well, I never knew ne of theſe men of 
extraordinary ſenſe, as they arc called, that was 
not in ſome inſtances a greater fool than the reſt 
of manxmd 

Emily. After all, Bell, I muſt confeſs that this 
ſtratagem has convinced me of the infirmity of my 
temp-r. This ſuppoſed accident began to make 
ſtrange work withyme. 

Bell. | faw that plain enough. I told you what 
your pure and dijmtereſied paſſoon, liſter, would 
come to, long ago.—Yet this is fo flagrant an 
affront, I would make him ſmart for it ſome way 
or other; I would not marry him theſc feven 
years. 

Emily. That perhaps might be puniſhing myſclf, 
ſoiter. 

Bei, We mult plague him, and heartily too. 
Oh, for a bright thought now, ſome charming in- 
vention to tormcnt hin 

Eu. Oh, as to that matter, I ſhould be glad 
to have ſomt comical revenge on him, with all my 
heart. | 

Enter Servant. 

Cry. Captain Johnſon, ma'am ? 

Emily. 
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Emily. Defice bio to walk up. [Exit Srrwans. } 
I am fit to fer any company now. — This hficovwry 
will do me more good, | believe, than att Me. 
Prantic's cordial mixtures, ++ be calls them. 

Bail. Oh, you're in charming erte, Gilles f— 
But captain Johnſon | you abound wn 1 nubitary 3 
captains, cvloncls, aad majors, by bottle: Who 
is captain Johaton, pray 2 

Emily. Only the name that Mademordec the Flor 
val, the Belleifle lady you Gow this morning, goes 


by. 
Bail. Oh, filter, the huckicit thought un the works 
—Such an utc to make of this lady ! 

Emily. What Syc mein? 


Bel/. Captain Johaton thalt be coluact Tamper's 


rival, Ger! 
Emily. Huſh ! hore the is. 


Emily. Give me leave, madam, w introduce 
you to my filter. 

Bell. | have heard your Rory, ada, and whe 
part in yuur misfortuncs. 

Flr, | am infieitcly obliged both w you and 
to that lady, madam. 
Emil. Oh) adam, I have been cxtrcmety 

Ce 
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fince you were here this morning, and terrified al- 
moſt beyond imagination. 

Hier. I am very forry to hear it; may Taſk 
what has alarmed you ? | 

Emily. It is fo ridiculous, I ſcarce know how to 
tell you. 

Bell. Then I will. You muſt know, ma'am, 
that my ſiſter was engaged to an officer, who went 
out on a late military expedition. He is juſt re- 
turned ; but is come home with the ſtrangeſt con- 
ceit that ever filled the brain of a lover. He took 
it into his head to try my ſiſter's faith, by pretend- 
ing to be maimed and wounded, and has actually 
viſited her this morning in a counterfeit character. 
We have juſt now detected the impoſition, an want 
your aiitance to be pleaſantly revenged on him. 

Fler. 1 cannot bring myſelf to be an advocate 
for the lady's crucity ; but you may both command 
me in any thing. 

Emily. There is no cruelty in the cafe; I fear, 1 
am gone too far for that. As you are in appearance 
fuch a ſmart young gentleman, my ſiſter has wag- 
. 
citing colonel Tamper's jealouſy, by your per- 
ſonating the character of a ſuppoſed rival.—Was 
not that your device, ſiſter ? 


Bell. 
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Rell. It was ; and if this ay will come inwit, 

and you play your part well, we'll ae the wile 
coloncl, and make him Gck of his roguenes, | ware 
rant you. 
Flr. | have been a mad girk in ay time, © cone” 
ſcie, and remember when | theould have joined in 
ſuch a frolick with pleaſure. At porfens, I tk 
am ſcarce miſtreſs cnough of my temper tw main 
tala my character with any tolerable humour. How- 
ever, I will ſummon up all my fpicics, and io my 
beſt to oblige you. 

Bell. Oh! you will have but lNarke ts da. The 
buſineſs will lic chic#y on your hands, Emily. You 
muſt be mott into able provoking - - you do but 
ligence has given me fpirits equal w any thing: 
Now 1 know it is but 4 trick, I halt farce bu able 
to ſcc him lamping about without laughug. 

Enter Servant. 
Srv. Colonel Tamper, madam * 
Emily. Shew him in! Exit Servans.) Now, ladies! 
Bell. Now, ster! work bios heartily, cut him 
to the bone, I charge you. If you fhew him the 
kaſt mercy, you are no woman. 

Vor- IV. L * 
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| Enter Colonel Tambper, 

Tamper. This it is to have new ſervants ! Not at 
home, indeed !— A pack of blockheads, to think of 
denying my Emily to me. I knew the poor dear 
foul was a little out of order, indeed; but. 
ein Florival.) I beg pardon, madam ! I did not 
know you had company. 

Bell. Oh, this gentleman is a particular friend 
of my fliſter's—He is let in at any time. 

Tamper. Hum ! ; [ Difordered. 

Emily. I did not expect to ſee you return ſo ſoon, 
Sir! 

Tamer. No—I belicve I am come ſomewhat 
unexpecledly indeed, madam ! 

Emily. If your return had not been ſo extremely 
precipitate, Sir, I ſhould have ſent you a meſſage 
trouble. 

Tamper. Madam! a meſſage! for what reaſon? 

Emily. Becauſe I am otherwiſe engaged. 

[With indifference. 
Tamper. Engaged! I don't apprehend you, 
madam | 
Emily. No? you are extremely dull then ; don't 
you ſce I have company Were you at the opera 
laſt night, captain Jobaſon ? 
[Ceguetting with Florival. 
Tamper. 
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Tamp-r. | am thunder-ruck. — Madam '—mnils 
Emily !—amadum ! 

Emily. Sir !—couloact Tamper !—Sis ! 

Tamper. | fay, madam bon 

Emily. Sis ? 

Tamper. "Sdeath ! 1 have not power w ſpeak is 
her.— This range and ſudden alteration in your 
behaviour, madam — 

Emily. Alkcration ? none at all, Sir; the change 
is on your fide, not mine, Fil be judged by this 
gentleman-—Captun Jubnion, here's 2 maniature 
of the colonel, which he fat tor jut before be went 
abroad—done by a good hand, and reckoned & 
firiking likeneſs. —Did you ever fee 2 poor crea 
ture fo akered ? [ Gruing 4 draceles. 

Flar. Why, really, madam, there is, I mult own, 
a very viſible difference at prefent-—Thac black 
ribbaud [hooting by twrns on the pitture and crianed 
Tamper) makes 4 total eclipſe of the brilliancy of 
this right cyc—antd chen the uregular moucn of 
the leg, gives fuck 2 twist to the reſt of the body, 
that 

Tamper. Sit '—But it is to you l addrets en 
preſent, madam ! | was once foud aat foolith cnough 
to imagine, that you had 2 heart wuly generous 
«ud ſenſible, and flattered aste that it was above 

L 3 doing 
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being ſhaken by abſence, or affeted by events. 
How have I been deceived ! I find that 
Emily. Pardon me, Sir | I never deceived you: 
—nay, you ſee that I diſdained the thoughts of 
deceiving you even for a day.—Out of reſpe@ to 
our late mutual attachment, I am reſolved to deal 
openly with you. In a word, then, every thing 
between us muſt now be at an end. 

Tamper. Confuſion Every thing at an end! and 
can you, you, Emily, have the courage to tell me 
ſo? | 
Emily. Why not? Come, come, colonel Tamper, 
vanity is your blind fide. 

Tamper. Zounds, madam ! 

Emily. Don't be in a paſſion Do but conſider 
the matter calmly; and though it may rather be 
diſpleaſing, yet when you have duly weighed all 
circumſtances, I'm ſure you muſt do me the juſtice 
to acknowledge my ſincerity. 

Tamper. I ſhall run mad !—ls it poſſible, Emily 
—Sincerity do you call this? Diſimulation 
damn'd diſſimulation 

Emily, Have patience, Sic! Theloſsof yourwhole 
fortune would have been trifling to me; but how 
can Ireconcile myſelfto this mangling of your figure? 
—Let me turn the tables on you for a moment 


Suppoſe 
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Suppoſe now, coloncl, that | had been io ante 


pate as to bave hoſt 
| a leg and an thouli 
— 
— — RY — — = 
Upon my foul, rd — 
a ä — 
repent 2 
n ts you ? It goes again my 
— can't even fee you now —— 
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Acre my cagagements with you, | could 
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Emily. He has honoured me with them, I con- 
feſs, Sirz and every circumſtance is fo much in 
his favour, that I could have no manner of objec» 
tion to him, but my unfortunate engagements to 
you—But fince your ill fortune has invincibly 
divorced us from each other, I think I am at liberty 


to liſten to him. | 
| mighty ven, 


Tamper. Matchlefs con 
madam ! It is not then the misfortunes that have 
befallen me, but the charms you have found in that 
gentleman, which have altered your inclination. 
Fler. Well, Sir! and what then, Sir ? The lady, 
I preſume, is not included, like an old manſfion- 
houle, in the rent roll of your eſtate, or the inven» 
tory of your goods and chattcls. Her hand, 1 
hope, is ſtill her own property, and ſhe may beſtow 
it on you, or me, or any body elſe, juſt as ſhe 
pleaſes. 

Tamper. You are a villain, Sir !\—Withdraw ! 

Ball. Oh, heavens ! here will be murder—don't 
ſtir, I beg you, Sir! 

Flor. Oh, never fear me, mallam ] I am not ſuch 
a poltroon as to contend with that gentleman 
Do you think T would ſet my ſtrength and Kill 
againſt a poor blind man, and a cripple ? 

Taper. Follow me, Sir! I'll ſoon teach you to 
uſe your own legs. 


Flr. 
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FN. Oh, the turdy beggar | fir your humps, 
and begone ; here's nothing for you, fellow ? 
Tunger. Vilkaia ! 
Flor. Poor man ! 
Tamper. Scoundrcl | 
Fur. Prichec, man, don't expoſe yourſelf. 
Tamer. Puppy? 

Flor. Poor wrench ! 

Emily. What, quarrel before hadies? 
ſhame, coloac! ! * 
Temper. This is beyond all uferance, 1 aw 
contain no longer —Know then, madam, i Em) | 
to your utter . | am not that mangled 
thing which you imagine me— You may fee, u- 


Emily, Ball, Flor. Ha, ba, ha, ba ! 
[ Langhing viedene's. 


| Emily. A wondcerful cure of hmencts and ba- 

neſs— Y our caſc is truly cunous, Sir | and atteitcd 
by thee credible w WH you give h 
to print it in the public papers? 

_ An madam | — 

» I think the tory would make 2 | 

Tamper. Sir | 
Fell. A pretty leg, indeed >> Wil} you dance 4 
manyet with mc, coloncl ? 
L 4 Emil . 


W.-* —__ e 
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Emil. Your wounds are not mortal, I hope, 
colonel ? 

Tamper. No, madam ! my perſon, I thank hea- 
ven, is fill unhurt.—I have my legs, both legs, 
madam, and I will uſe them to tranſport me as far 
as poſſible from fo falſe a woman I have my eyes 
too——my eyes, madam ! but they ſha!l never look 
— on, 2 
ful of your ſex. 

Eni. 1 Fas net ede how he ern oft & 
ſo well! Pray let us ſee you do it over again, 
coloncl!— How was it? Eh! [mimiciing] hip-hop, 
hip-hop, like prince Volſcius, I think. 

Tamper. I took that method, madam, to try your 
truth, conſtancy, and affeQtion. I have found you 
void of all thoſe qualities, and ſhall have reaſon 
to rejoice at the eſſect of my experiment as long 
as I hve. 

Emily. If you meant to ſeparate yourſelf from 
me, you have indeed taken an excellent method. 
And a mighty proof you have given of your own 
aſfection, truly! Inſtead of returning, after an 
anxious abſence, with joy into my preſence, to 
come home with a low and mean ſuſpicion, with 
2 narrow jealouſy of my mind, when the frank- 
neſs and generoſity of my behaviour ought to have 

engaged 
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engaged you to repoſe the moſt unlimited conf- 
dence in me. 

Tamper. The event, madam, bas but too well 
warranted my experiment. 

Emil. and Gal juſtify it, Sir, fill more: For 
here, bcfore your face, L give my hand to this gente 
man ; ſolemnly declaring, that it hail never be im 
your power to diffulre the connection formed be- 
tween us. 

Tamver. As to you, madam, your infidefiry be 
your puniſhment '—Bur that gentleman thall beze 
from me. | 

Flr. 1 defy you, Sir! 
heave me, Sir ! | 
 Tamper. | am gone, madam ! and, @ help me, 
Hearen, never, never to return ! [ Gaeng. 

Enter Maar NA 
Belf. How | going in 2 pathon ?—Hokl, Langer 
—AU in contfufton —I thought fo—cnd came w 


let matters to rights agua. 
Flar. What do 1 fee? major Beiford? major Bob 
ford ! Oh ! ( 


Belf. Ha! my name! and fainting * What can 
this mean ? [runs and takes ber in bis ares] By 
Hearcuss 
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Heavens, a woman ! May I hope that—Hold ; the 
recovers—lt is, it is ſhe, my dear Florival herſelſ, 
and we ſhall ſtill be happy 

Tamper. Belford's Bellcific lady, as I live ! my 
rival a woman ? I begin to feel myſelf very ridicu- 
Jous. | 

Belf. What wonder, my love, has brought you 
hither, and in this habit? 

Fler. Oh, Sir, I have a long ſtory to relate. At 
preſent let it ſuſſce to ſay, that that lady's brother 
has been the nobleſt of friends to me, and ſhe her- 
ſelf this morning generouſly vouckſafcd to take me 
under her protection. 

Belf. 1 am bound to them for ever. At my 
return I found letters from your father, who, ſup- 
poſing you were in England with me, wrote to 2c- 
quaint me, that he was inconſolable for your loſs, 
and that he would conſent to our union, if I would 
but aſſure him that you were ſafe and well. The 
next poſt ſhall acquaint him of our good fortune, 
— Well, Tamper ! am not 1 a lucky fellow ? 

Tamper. Oh, Bclford I am the moſt miſerable 
dog in the world. 

Belf. What, you have dropt your maſk, I ſe 
you're on your own legs again. I met Prattle in 
the ſtrect ; he ſtopt his chariot to ſpeak to me 

about 
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About yos, z | found that he had blown you up, 
and diſcovered to the ladies, that you were return<d 
quite unhurt from the Havannab. 
Tamper. Did that coxcomb betray me ? Thas 
accounts for all Emily's behavows—Oh, mas 
— — — 
extravagantly, both to Il 
— Þ > err tire 4 
Belf. Ay, ay, 1 forefow this. Did not © telf you 
that you would expoſe yourſelf confoundedly 7 
However, Tl be an advocate for von My Flor 
val hall be an advocate for you, and © make ne 
doubt but you will be taken into favour again. 
Emily. Does he deſerve it, major ? 
Belf. Why, madam, 1 can't foy much for binw— 
or myſelf cither, faich—we muſt rely cutircty on 
your goodne(s. 
3 —— I fre, mathe} and 
anſwer loves cc Na, 
Jook on him EY 
Emily. Was it well done, colonel, w cheriſh a 
mean diſtruſt of me ? to rifle with the partialicy 
I bad Gewn to you? and to endeavour tw give me 
pain, mercly tw fecure 2 tumpa 
weakneſs to yourlel! ? 42 E 
Tomper. | wm med to anfeer you. 


8 — 
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Bell. Aſhamed! and fo you well may, indeed! 

Tamper. I 12. 
laughed at, and forgiven. 

Belf. A very reaſonable requeſt! Come, madam, 
pity the poor fellow, and admit him to your good 
graces again. 

Fur. Let us prevail on you, dear madam ! 

Emily. Well—nowlI fce he is moſt heartily mor- 
tifed, I am half inclined to pity him. 

Tuner. Generous Emily! 

Bell. Go, you provoking wretch ! "tis more than 
you deſerve. | [To Tamper. 

Tamper. It ſhall be the future ſtudy of my life 
to deſerve thispardon [ krffing Emily's hand]. Belford! 
I give you joy ! Madam, {ts Florival] I have be- 
haved fo ill to you, I ſcarce know how to give you 
joy as I ought. 
Belf. Come, come, no more of this at preſent— 
Now we have on all fides ratificd the preliminarica, 
let us ſettle the definitive treaty as ſoon as we can 
e have been two lucky fellows, Tamper—1 
have been fortunate in finding my miſtreſs, and 
you as fortunate in not lohng yours. 

Tamper. So we have, Belford : And I with every 
brave officer in his majeſty's ſervice had ſecured to 
himſelf ſuch comfortable winter-quarters, as we 
have, after a glorious campaign. 
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COMEDY IN TWO ACTS 


Fir efled at the Theatrs-Roza! in Covent-Gardan, 
on the 71h of November, 1767. 


Ko, Septirmles, 
Ts be 3 Roman were an honour 1s nous 


Die act your manncrs ad vour ii Lake TU if, 
Azd cry aloud, that from Rame you wing 3 ing 
But Roman vices, which you would Hank bes: 
But av ves 44 bat ee. 
KB and Fizrenns s Falk Que, 


SDVES- 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


H E fate of this little Comedy, on its firſt ap- 
pearance, was extremely fingular. After hav- 
a violent{though fruitlei attempt was made to pre- 
vent its exhibition on the third. "The pretence for 
this intended condemnation of the piece was, that it 


of both. The piece was written feveral years ago z 
the very names of the perſons a ho ſuppoſed them- 
ſcives aggrieved, were unknown to him; and ſo far 
from intending to caſt an illiberal reflection on the 
Iriſh nation, it was evidently his main deſign to vin- 
dicate the gentlemen of that country from the re- 
proach deſervedly incurred by worthleſs adven- 
turers and outcaſts. The gentlemen of Ireland 
appeared the foremoſt in his defence. Tbe author 
is truly ſenũbie of their candour on this occafon, | 
and is ſo conſcious of the purity of his own inten- 
tions, which be doubts not will appear on the 
peruſal of the pacce, that he has ver:tured to inſcribe 
it to one of the moſt eminent characters of that 
kingdom. 
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R behold an Oxford 
L _ W 
o dupe to ſci | g 
— ſcience, no dull a 
It is a little aukward — oy n 
1 . to ſay truth, 
But then this w le you or 
This, and 
the _ 
1 — , 
Boldly accoſts the mn gn XI 
Faſt by the tub - | 2 
— with folded arms = 
And as the di * 7 I 
—— — 51 | 
— — — 
4 car he drives i on 
Swift 1 
e —— wal TR 
and down raw-bon 
: I — — 
— aa balf-blind, 
= decent. | 
news, ——— 
play: 


But 


PROLOGUE 


But, for the ſcribblers of th Auguitan age, 
Horace, and fuch queer mortals, not a page : 
More brilliant far transſorm d to ering gol. 
Tough Euclid we digeſt without much pain, 
And ſolve his problems into brick Champagne. 
Fir'd with this jaice—w hy, let the proctor come, 
« Young men'tis katc—"tis time you wereat home.” 
« Zounds! arc you here, weery, with your dullrgies, 
„Like Banquo's ghoſt, ©” pus =; from cur nal ** 

Such are the ſtudies ſmarts purtuc at college— 
Oh! we arc great proficients in fuck knowledge. 
But now, no more from claikck fchis te gican, 
The Muſe to Covent-Garden ſhifts the ene. 
There ſhall I enter next, jars cap and gown, 

[ Bows, r. 

Soft ye, 2 word or two before | gow 
Our piece is call'd a Comedy, you know; 
A two-act Comedy—Tho' Rome cnacts, 
That every Comedy be juſt five acts. 
Hence, parent Dullnefs the ram nile begs 
For ſqualling, dancing monſters on five legs. 
The bantling of to-night, if rear d by you, 
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Scixe, Covent-Garden. 
Enter Careleſs and Knowe!!. 


ELL, once more welcome ts London i 

Welcome, for 2 bort week at as, days 
of caſe and nights of pleaſure — What f in the 
dumps, Charles? Prithee, throw of that muſty 
college countenance : You breathe the air of dear 
Corent-Garden. 

Know. So much the worſe. 

Care. So much the worte So much the better, 
you mean, Charles. Is not this cheartul Guare 
beyond the dull gloom of 2 metancholy quadrﬀngic ? 
and the gay appearance of every one you meet, a 

M2 mure 
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x more pleaſing fight, than a few ſolemn faces in 
» ſtarched bands and grizel wigs ? But what can be 
xn the matter with you? I never knew you quarrel 
with jollity before. You were fretful and out of 
| humour all the way upon the road ; but there your 

2 unaccountable gravity only lulled us to fleep ; but 
q | now, in the name of all that's happy and chearful, 
7 awake, man; and be the ſame jovial airy Knowell 


Know. You know, Frank, that I am as fond of 
* jollity as you are: But I muſt own, that our pre- 
ſent excurſion, and our late frequent journies to 
town, I have particular reaſons to diſlike. 

Care. What reaſons?—You are certainly the 
oddeſt compound that ever made up one man. 
One minute, all alive and merry ; the next, toute d 
la mort, Now would I lay ten to one that little 
flut of a ſiſter of mine, that Polly, has done ſome- 
thing to vex you. You have be-rhimed her in ſome 
woeful madrigal, and ſhe has taken no notice of 
it: For nothing but love could fink a young fellow 
of ſo much pleaſantry into ſuch low ſpirits. 

Know. Yes, one thing more, and but one per- 
haps, could have this eſſect on me. Suppoſe now 
all my uneaſineſs ſhould ariſe from friendſhip, from 
my friendſhip for you, Frank ! 


Care. 
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Care. From your ende for me / bnpotibic. 

For, without Slattery, there is not 2» man in the 
work to whom | Should i fon with tw be of fre 
vice. Be quick, and clear up this ayftcry, and 
let me know in plain Ege the caute of all tha 
— 
Know. You know, Carckfs, 1 never objecied ts 
any ſchemes of min and jolly ; nay, have often 
propoſed them myiclf. | am a young man as welt 
as you, love mind as well as you, and cajoy my 
pleaſures as heartily. But | cannot bear wo fee the 
man whom I love beſt in the works, whott iter 
1 am doatungly fond of, :nd w whom | have rain 
to think, I am not indiferent—1 cannct bear, 1 
(ay, to fee that man betrayed by the goodnets of 
his heart into run, and falling 4 prey tw thagpers 
and pickpockets. 
Care. What can all this mean? Gamers and 
ata 

Know. Hard words, | mult conte Bui, for my 
part, I fee no difference between 2 cheat in the 
orange-bdarrow, of the hazard-iable; nor have | 
more contempt for 2 poor rogue in mgs than x 
raſcal in embroidery. Lo be plain with you, Frank, 
I believe theſe new friends of owns, thee theee 
men, to meet whom was the chicf majoen that 

M 2 bovug he 


> 4 o * he. * bas 
— . —— c eee ee 
* bg 1 


166 THE OXONIAN IN TOWN. 


brought us to town, are no better than arrant 
ſharpers; who have a mind for a few throws at 
your eſtate, and will take care to ſecure the odds 
on their fide. 

Care. Away with theſe idle and ungenerous ſuſ- 
picions, for ſhame, Charles! They are three as 
hearty honeſt fellows as any in the world. Beſides, 
they are our fellow-countrymen, you know. They 
are of the nation, honey. 

Now. Maticnel — — more and 
ſcandalous. But it is owing to ſuch men as theſe, 
that ſo much undeſerved ſcandal has been thrown 
on our country : A country, which has always pro- 
duced men as remarkable for honour and genius 
as any in the world. A few mean wretches, who 
are acknowledged rogucs and vagabonds there, are 
no ſooner landed here, than they commence fine 
gentlemen and perſons of honour. 

Care. But ftill I ſee no reaſon to look on theſe 
gentlemen in this odious light. Two of chem eſpe- 
cially, Shark and Rook, are men of as liberal and 
gentlemanlike appearance as I ever was acquainted 
with ; and M*Shuffic, though not quite ſo gentecl 
and polite, has a blunt honeſty about him, which 
makes it ridiculous as well as unjuſt to ſuſpect him 
of any villainy. Beſides, Rook's citate lies con- 

tiguous 
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tiguous to mine, and he is very well acquainted 
with the whole neighbourhood. 

Know. With cvery acre of your cane, that I 
dare ſay; and knows how deep be may tech you, 
to a ſhilling. As to that fmoorh fpecious beha- 
viour, which takes you in, Frank, it is the common 
gloſs and varniſh of many 2 ſcoundrel, and lackers 
over moſt of the ſharpers in town. But in that 
rough unpolithed raſcal M®Shudlc, the cheat i wo 
groſs to paſs. The rank brogue in his mouth, with 
all that timber in his legs, and braſs in his counte> 
nance, that have fo long diſtinguiſhed the pre» 
tended Iriſh joncloman from the truc gentiemen of 
Ireland. | 
Care. Come, come, Charles, no more of this; 
it is not handſome in you. 1 would net bee them 
ſuſpedt your thoughts of them on 23y aC0umK : 
Nor do I chuſe myſelf to bear any abuſe of my 
ſricnds. 

Know. Your friends! 

Care. | hall always regard them a5 fach wit 8 
have ſull proof to the conmacy : And prithec now, 
my dear Knowell, do not dur the axcrrument 
of the company, but be as free, jolly, and ciel. 
as uſual. At the fame tine l give you wy wand, 
that when you can fhew any cunrincing nanny 

M 4 * 
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that they are not men of honour, I will have done 
with them. Will this ſatisfy you? 

Know, Entirely : But in the mean time have a 
care; do not engage too haſtily, and ſuffer con- 
viction to come too late ſor your relief. 

Care. Never ſcar me. I ſhall be cautious, ITU 
warrant you. But we loſe time: We arc in the 
land of joy now, Charles ; life is ſhort, and hours 
are precious. Let's in, and enquire after our 
ſricnds, and ſcc about the girls, my boy: Soft, ſmil 
ing, delicate, tempting rogues, Charles ! not like 
red-armed waſherwomen and dirty bed-makers. 
Perhaps too we ſhall meet with ſome Oxford ac- 
quaintance ; for I know that Bob Lounge, and Dick 
Scamper drew for their quarterage but two days 
they reccive it in Covent-Garden. 

Emer Pofi-boy. 

Pofi-boy. My worthy maſters, would your ho- 
nours be ſo kind as to diſcharge me ? 

Care, In a moment,—-Now, Charles, [apart 10 
Knowel!) are not you a finc fellow to abuſe theſe 
gentlemen, when you know we muſt borrow mo- 
ney from them to ſupport us in town? We ſet out 
from Oxford as poor as rats, have not five ſhillings 

betwixt 
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berwint us, and were obliged ws take the pot» 
money to change at the regular Rages, Bur how- 
geer— Here f waiter! 

Waiter { without), Coming, Sir | [ Evo ater, 
Your honours arc wekome ww wen. I an ghd 
t fee your honours well, | hope you kei alt ths 
femmen well at Ontord. 

Gare. Is your maiker at home ? 

Waiter, No, Sir; but we expect ham in anery 
minute. | 

Care. Pay the polt-boy. 

Fe. | hope your honours wilt be © good 
as to remember me foam. A hag tage from 
yous honour. 

Care, Ay, . take dalbe-crown as the bas. 
Come, Charies. { Exomns. 


Scene, d roam in a Tavern. 
Enter Knawell | Waiter hewing hum in), 
Know. Defire Mr. Carck to let me have the 
plcaſure of bis company as ſoon as be can; and if 


Mr. Shark, or any other gentlemen of our ac» 
quaintance enquire for us, hes them up. 


IFaiter. Yes, Six. (. 
A owed 
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| Knowel! ſolus. 

Poor Carcleſs! He is ſo fond of theſe fellows, 
that nothing but his abſolute ruin would convince 
him of their villainy. To prevent which, and, at 
the ſame time, to lay them quite open to him, I 
have pretended to enter into this aſſociation, and 
to act in concert with them: In which, if I were 
really in carneſt, I ſhould even be a greater raſcal 
than themſelves. With what joy the ſcoundrels 
liſted me in their gang! © How uſeful I might 
be to them! How eafily I might draw Careleſs 
« in] and what a pretty fortune I might ſecure to 
« myſelſ And then that broad-mouthed ſcoun- 
drel, MShuffle, ſwearing upon his ſhalvation, 
« there's no ſhin in it; and ſince you can get into 
the beit company, I'll ſhew you two or tree tricks 
« that ſhall! be worth two or tree touſand a-yeas, 
« honey.” Dogs !-—Pur what to do about this in- 
tended marriage? Carcleſs's reſerve, in this in- 
ftance, vexcs me. She's a finc girl, that's tac truth 
on't; and ſometimes ſecrns to be poſſeſſed of a 
mind and diſpoſition above the reſt of the fiſter- 
hood : Poor Frank thinks hcr an angel, and worth 
forty thouſand pounds into the bargain. What 
pity it is that an exceſs of honeſty and good-nature 
ſwould make a man liable to be impeſed on ; and 
that 


THE OXONMANT IN YOWN. vs 


that the Gacereſt warmth of foemifhip hould lay 
him open (o the moit danverous cams ! 
Enter Shark, Ras, and A Shuffte. 

Curt. Dear Kane, L an glad w fee you in 
town. How do you? 

Roch. Welcome, welcome, Chacks. How wt, 
my boy 7 

Know. Heany, bearty, my hats, Your hand, 
Shark !-—Rook, yours !—thonct Mae Lan 

glad to fee you. 
ſee your face in town again, aud an glad you ae 
one of us ; for you're as bhonet 2 cratur as ever 
won « toufand pound by two os wee lat wicks, 
honcy. 

Know. But where's Carches all this whit 7 What 
is be doing bclos : 

Rook. Oh! bo's is fine ſpirits; wn 4 floc bumour 
to be taken in. Br the third or fourth boark after 
ſupper, we . do for Rn. He's now drinking 
burnt Champaigac » ith Charlene Brick, and theee 
or four morc gicks, ian the Naphac. 

Le. Well, wit rs go on (wimananghly, gonchen 
men. He fuſpects nothing. We hall wack hin 
tor a iow thoutin.. 

. Oh, never ear it, Billy Baker? He 

A 
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ſhall pay us all at laſt. I lent him twenty guincas 
juſt now, but he ſhall lend them me back again bye 
and-by, when I win them of him, and a good deal 
more to them, faith. 

Know. Av, ay, don't let us do the thing by 
halves, but put your ſcheme in full force this very 
evening. You may ezfily get him into play, for 
"when hc is tip'y he is fond of it. Win a good 
round ſum of him, and take his bond for it imme- 
diately. Rook, you were clerk to an attorney, and 
know enough of the law to draw it up on the ſpot. 
In a day or two, preis him home for the money ; 
and then be will be glad ro marry Lucy as ſoon as 
poſſible, to extricate hiraſeiſ. He will be obliged 
to ſnap at the ſcheme, without having time to look 
too deeply into it, and we ſhall finiſh the whole 
buſincſe before he goes out of rown again. 

Shark. Admirablc | why, Knowell, you are a 
perfect Mactuavel in theſc matters; an excellem 

Lu Oh, Siri no compliments, I beſeech you. 
4 But, now I think on't, I had better be out of the 
' . room, u hilt vou arc at it, to prevent ſuſpicion. 

Rook. By all means. Give me vour hand, Charles; 
Jam glad we have you, by Jupiter; for you 
are the only young fellow of {ſpirit I ever knew that 
was bred at the umverbty. 


* * © wu » "1 4 * wi 5 


Shark. 


— 
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Herti. Oh, be's 2 grnins*' Thott fncrking 
dogs have none of them foul cnough tw bye 4+ the 
rate of a thoufand 2-year, without the cortancs whe 
come of a hallag. 

Lr. Why really, gekenn, this 1+ more 
free and cy than a moping college life, I ut 
confcis; and to be Kt into the feerets of the Kaow- 
in g- nes is 2 gemecter fubliftence, wed wilt incro- 
4ucc One into better company thin A] the lexrmng 
that can be ſcraped together u the nie üty. 

n Larning * oh, that mult be very Rupid ? 
But, prey, what do they alt &s 2t this fhame 
anivrarſhury ? 

Crow, Do ? why, ome few unaccountible feb. 
lows cultivate the arts and tcinces, and Rudy the 
Lan - wages. 
lrich, honey ? 

Know. No, faith, I don't believe any of them 
are n the lait acquainted with u. 
ss. Oh, then the devil burn me, if mine 


ownlhcif, or Paddy the ch u Peo-aher, 
is not 2a grater ſcholar than any of them [rabid 
is]. Can they talk fo, my dear ? 

Omnes, Ha, ba, ba, ba" 

Knew. No, indeed, they can't. 


Shao +. 


. | 
E 
K 
ls 
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$hark. But bark ye, Charles z you have a good 
large acquaintance in the univerſity; could not you 
bring up two or three more fools of great citates, 
and introduce us to them ? 

Rock. 1 remember young Claſſick, and Tom 
Eaſy, were in company with you about three wecks 
ago. Both their ſathers were very rich ; the lads 
ſeem to be very raw, and to know but little of the 
world ; and, I dare ſay, would blecd freely. 

Know. Ay, ay, we'll unſcather the whole neſt 
in time. This Gly bird is faſt cnough limed, 
I warrant him. But, gentlemen, beſore we pro- 
ceed any further, a word with you. I muſt inſiſt 
on very handſome terms, or I break with you im- 
mediatcly. 

Shark and Rock. How? what? 

Mesh. Tunder and oons! what's the matter 


now, honey ? 
Know. Why, look ye, gentlemen, I am of ſome 


conſequence, I know ; and can be of great uſe to 
you in this, as well as ſeveral other affairs. There» 
fore let me know how high you rate my ſervice, that 
I may judge whether I can afford to work for you. 
Shark. Oh, we ſhall not quarrel about that, 
Charles. As we all go hand in hand in the buſi- 
neſs, we will divide equally, ſhare and ſhare alike. 
. 
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. Ay, ay, never be unaly about thas. 
We'll all four go halves, my dear. 

Know. Content. Well, dude all i Gulch, now 
to bufinefs. Where's Carcks? We Galt have 
him get tipſy too ſoon for us. Oh! here be comes, 
with Charlotte, and a whole bevy of women. 


Euter Carelsſs, Charlotte, and «her {auiics Meaſure, 
Careleſs, at enter ing. 

« Dance and fGng, 
« Time's on the wing, 

« Life never knows the retura of the ſpring; 
« Ours is not to-morrow.” [ img eng. 


Waiter ! Burn another bottle of Champagne ; and 
go and enquire what arc the plays twoaight. 
Know. Well, Frank, base you ordered fupper ? 
Care. Supper! Ay, and 1 have taken care ts 
provide you fome other diſhes too, my bucks. 
Here they are ; tender as chickens, and plump a 
 partridges. Am | not an excellent caterer ? 
Knew. Fine diſhes, indecd! and very well det 
[Tarzing the girls about.) Charlotte, how are you, 
my girl? Polly, give me 2 kifs, buffy. Dar 
Nancy! [goes rownd ts all the women.) Welk, how 


do you all ? as ger, and in a5 bigh ſpirits as ever. 
Cher/. 
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Cha. Why, I thought we ſhould never have 
ſeen you again. You have not been in town this 
fortnight. 

Know. This fortnight ? not theſe hundred years! 

24 Lady. Charlotte and | were going to take a 
poſt· chaiſc, and go down to Oxford to pay you a 
viſit ; only the what-d"ye-callem's, the Aer, 
would takc us up, they faid. 

Care. Rot the proctors and Oxford ali together, 
with all my heart London ſhall be my univerſity, 
and here I'll take my degrees in mirth and jollity. 

34 Lady. | wiſh I may die, if I don't wonder 
bow they do to live there. A pack of men toge- 
ther, without any women amongſt them 

ath Lach. Oh, ma'am I can affure vou they 
lives very well. I was an Oxford girl mvicif. My 
father was a barder, and mavor of the rown once. 
It was a gentieman-commoner of Mark's College 
{a ſweet, pretty, dear, pood-natured man as ever 
lived) that firſt rarned me; and has been 2 parti» 
cular good friend to me ever frnee. Oh, my dear 
Jack Airy ! When will he be in town ? why did 
not you bring him up along with you ? 

Core. Why, poor Jack has got into a fad ſcrape 
with the dsors, as vou call them, about a riot; 
and fo they have confined him to college for a 

month. 
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month. It is 2 pity they did not ruſticate him, 
Charles; for then he might have been in town the 
whole time. But he'll come up again ſoon, with 
a pocket-full of money, and then, Nancy—But 
hcre comes the wine. 

Enter Wanter with wine. 

Care. Fill a round of bumpers. Come, Nancy; 
here's Jack's heakth. [Drints.} Knowell, give me 
ching 
No mortals on carth are fo happy as we.” [Songs. 

S$hart. Well laid, Carcikefs; you're in fine fywrics 
to-mag ht. 

Care. In tire Ay, and we'll all be in fyirits 
too. Well, what are the plays, Waiter ? 

IWaiter. All in the Wrong, 2nd Queen Mab, ac 
one houſe; and Richard the Thizd, and 2 wew 
Farce, at the other. 

Care. Oh, we'll all go to the new Farce, That's 
the thing. We'll all help to dama it—Ten won 
but there's 2 riot. We'll kick up 2 uit, F warranc 
you; and fee if we Qzonizans can't make 4 not 
4 well as any town-blood in London ; heyy 
Charles ? 


Knew. With all wy heart. 
Vor. IV. N Co ewe 
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Cymbal and Tabor and Pipe, without. 

Care, | figs), * Green grows the ruſhes, O“ C.. 
There they go, Charlotte. 

Charl. Oh; there's the blind man. Do, Carelcfs, 
let's have him up, and have a dance. 

Know. A dance? Why, we're all going to the 
play- | 
Care. Never mind the play. It will be time 
enough two hours hence to go and hiſs the Farce. 


Let 2 waiter go and keep: us one of the green- 
boxes, and in the mean time we'll right-hand and 


left, croſs over, and figure in. Hey, Charlotte ? 

Charl. Av, ay, a dance firſt, and then the play 
and then back to ſupper ! 

All the Ladi:s. Oh, by all means, a dance 

Care. Why then, ſend up the pipers, Waiter. 

Waiter. Les, Sir. Exit Waiter. 

Res apart ts Know.) Zounds, Charles, this will 
never do. It will be impoſſible to manage our bu- 
ſineſs, if the girls are here after ſupper. 

Know. Verv truc ; and therefore they hall not 
be here. Polly, come bere, my dear; 1 want to 
tpcak with you. [Tate ber a 

Stari. Charlotte, a word with you. 

Care. Have a care, Shark. Faith, I hall be 
:calous, if you take Charlotte into a corner. 


Chari. 
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Chari. VYealous O, w be fare * 

$Sharh, You necd not, | promiſe ww. Fil only 
make love to her tor 2 munutc of two. 

Care. Won't you * Why then, for 2 manute of 
:wo I'll make love womy lac Orford Nancy here. 

Shari, Hark ve, Chackorre. Rook and Knowelt, 
and I, have a hate bubnch with Cake bas, 
aſter the play z © we with you would give haz the 
flip, and go home, and be thail be with you by one, 
ut turthelt. 

Chari. With all my heart. And it will do nicely 
for mc; for | bave promited a very good Hud of 
mince, out of the city, to mect ham alter the play 
night at the Roſe ; to lein tee bim purely, and 
hee be obliged to go home to his wite and fanuly 
dy twelve. 

. Arrah, that's a good litt girl. [Xs ber. 

Care. What, MShuffc poaching two? Nay, then 
it's time to take care of the game, a5 load of the 
manor. Come, Charlone AK playing < munuc? 
without.) Here they come ! (Enter mated. 

Ladics, A country dance! A country dance, 
':mmacd2icly ! 

Care. Come then, call Gee. Chartione Gull 
de my partucr ! 

Chari. Play wp Panry's Vaguncs. 

Core. Ay, av, Party's Vaguncs 5 & dance. 

N 2 ACY 
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2 II. 


Scene, the Tavern. 


Carcleſs, Knowell, Shark, Rook, AF Shuffle, fitting 
round a table, drinking. 
Careleſs. 

YOME, come, Shark ; I muſt inſiſt on your 
drinking your own toaſt in a bumper. Nay, 
nay, I ſce day-light in your glaſs ſtill. There, there. 
[ filling it up.) Come, here's The girl that we love, 
and the friend we can traf [all drink.) Deuce 
take the girls, ſor not coming back from the play 
with us! | 
Knew. Let them ſtay away, 2 pack of gypfics! 
It is hard if we can't make ourſelves merry over 
our bottle. We have good wine before us, and 
we'll be as happy as princes. Come, Frank, drink 
my ſentiment in a bumper. Iii ts the filling of 
empty glaſſes, and the emptying of full ones. 

Care. With all my heart. Here's ts the filling of 
empty plaſſes, and the emptying of full ones. Call drin. 

AFSh. Ay; here's to the fullfilling of empty 
bumpers. 


Care. 


AKA KK 
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Care. Ha, ba, ba !—Now this is hoack, Charks, 
and fociable, and as it hould be. Centemen, there 
1s not a more hcarty boncit fellow than my fricud 
Charles here, under the fun. 

. Upon my houl and | don't believe there 
is, honey. The devil burn me, if | dow't thank 
he's as honeſt 2s any of us. 

Knew. Oh, Sir, | am infiaitcly obliged w you. 

Care. Paw! rot your compliments. Pull 
about the bottle. 

Drink and drive care away, 
« Drink and be merry ”* " Jag. 

Know. [apart ts Shark.) This will do. The more 
Coging, the fooacr he'll be in for in. Bur on you 
and Rook take care to keep yourtebves ſober, ant 
et MShuffe challenge bis next walt in + prot 
bumper. 
Rach. Never fear; we'll manage him. 

Care. | with we had met with Bob Lovage, ani 
Dick Scamper, as we expected. And then w have 
uo girls neither! Faich, if Chartotte ducs 2086 cum 


foon, Fl fend for fomebudy clic. 
Know. Poor Carciets ! 
Enter Huter. 
ur Ces Know.) A chairman, Sic, Oat Gys 
N 3 eur 
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your honour ordered him to call, is waiting for 
you. 

Know. Very well! In come to him imme- 
diatecly. 

Care. You don't intend to leave us, Charles? 

Know. I mult, faith. —A woman of faſhion, 1 
aflure you; and when a lady's in the caſe, you 
know—— 

Core. Rot your ladies! I ſuppoſe this woman of 
faſhion is one of the orange-girls, that you made 
an appointment with at the playhouſe. 

Know. No, no, a demirep of quality. But I 
ſha'n': ſlay long. Tam a mon of diſpatch, and will 
be with you again in an hour or two. 

Care. Pray do, ir. I ſhall ſcore up every bum- 
per you miſs, and we'll voic you to drink them all 
when you come back, I promiſe you. 

Know. With all my heart. So adicu, gentlemen, 
and reſt you merry [Exit. 

Care. 1 wiſh your woman of faſhion may jilt you, 
with all my heart —A dog! to leave a parcel of 
jolly ſcllows 2nd good claret But come ! where 
ſtands the bottle ? 


« Let's be gay, 
„ While we may,” &c. 


1 


0 
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Come, let's bave 2 catch, » Ranchgh carch ; for 
that's all the faſhion now, you know. 

[ Sang & catch, and the ſcans clajes upon then. 


Lucy's Lodgings. 
Entcr Knaweld Le 
Serv. Sir, Tu let my muiftres know you are here, 
and thc'll wait on you umnmeiatcly. ( Ex46. 


Poor Frank He lik thinks that I have an ia 


be revenged on bu for keeping this affair 2 fecrer 
from me, by preventing its being his ruin. Bui 
let me fee; what fays her billet-doux ? 

[ Pals ant a fitter. 


8 truly | and nu bud puckure of 
the lady ! She would make an cxcationt wie, Bur 


N 4 } hes 
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I hear her coming. I ſhall uſe as little 

as ſhe ſeems to do ; and by that time this buſineſs 
is ſettled here, things will be ripe for our appear- 
ance at the tavern, My dear Lucy! 


Emer Lucy. 

Lucy. Sir, your humble ſervant. I am glad to 
find you ſo punctual. I almoſt began to think you 
would not come. 

Know. Not come, my jewel? I received your 
note with more tranſport, than I ſhould a ſummons 
from the firſt ducheſs in the kingdom 

Lucy. Well, I muſt believe you: You muſt be 
a man of ſpirit, or you could never have joined fo 
heartily in our deſign upon Careleſs. Poor filly 
devil! where is he? what are they doing with 
him? 

Know. He's at the tavern with Shark and the 
reſt of them ; very buſy by this time, I dare ſay. 

Lucy. Buſy ? 

Know. Av, my dear, this is the night of action: 
the buſineſs of to-night will ſhorten the ſcene of 
courtſhip between you moſt wonderfully, They 
are los ding his eſtate in reverſion with a heavy 
mortgage or two; which may now-a-days be con- 
ſidered 25 a kind of matrimonial charm, ſince they 
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are always obſerved to give 4 man a great noting 
tion for a wite. 

Lucy. But ſhould not you be there too 7 How 
will the bufinefs go on without you ? 

Knew. Much better than if 3 wore there. My 
abſence prevents all fulpicion. Bur | can eee 
you, Lucy, you are much obliged w ws for cagag- 
ing him at play, for be rnrended ts have waned 
to-night with Charione Brick, 

Lucy. Oh, the impudcnt creature f Bur Fithe 
even with ham. | 

Knew. Well, fab, | think bu ee won 4 wid 
2» moſt mcn do the wiren, who airy los awwacy. 
You mult contder you are very och, Lacy, wat 
he takes you merely fur your e 

Laney. Very truc. | bad forget ene. Oh, 
how be u bounce, aud rave, aad was, when ts 
ſecret comes out ; and be Bas that this wowb'le 
icheme to take the mortgages of bis ciiize has 
only laid a heavier clog on it? Buc 1 hall ar hat 
enjoy the combert> of + ſeparate mu lenancc, awd 
et with my dear Chartcs here, 

Know. Dear, charming girt! how Gall I air 
528 amends for this ? 

Lacy. Oh, TU call you ww an account, Sir 
Yeu tha'n't dic in my debts, | prumiſe you. But 

don: 
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don't you think the old gentleman will be mightily 
hcir and daughter-in-law moſt lovingly, when we 
fall on our knees to aſk our good papa's bickkng ? 

Know. Ay; that's. a part of the buſineſs I am 
afraid you won't like, 

Lucy. The young gentleman is of age, you 
know, and conſequently has ſenſc enough to diſ- 
poſe of his ſweet perſon properly,——Not like it? 1 
deſire no better ſport. Why, can any woman, 
who is going to be marricd to a man the don't like, 
have a prettier proſpect than a certainty of a gen- 
tecl provifion for getting rid of him? 

Know. But then the other affair—the grand ſe- 
cret of your marriage That muſt produce a finc 
riot 

Lucy. So much the better. I am fond of a riot; 
I love noiſe and buſtle; nothing of conſequence 
can be done without it. Well, I am an odd crea- 
ture. I ſuppoſe you think me a ſtrange fond thing 
now, to ſend you ſuch a note, without fo much as 
the lcaſt proſeſſion on your part beforchand. 

Know. Profeſhons, my dear, would but poorly 
expreſs my regard for you. I can aſſure you, I 
had rather be in your company to-night than with 
any other perſon un the whole world. | 

Lucy. 


5 
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Lacy. Well, | muſt take your word Bur the 
ſervant tells me that your chair waits: Prithes 
diſcharge it, for 1 nt part with you is baits, 1 
promaſe you. 

Len Thank you, my dear anget* You pre 
vent my very wiſhes —there, hid the cnuomas 
come up !—As backward as | may have append 


Chairm. Did your honour pleaſe to want me? 

Know. Ay. There | that's the lady. 

Lucy. How ! what! 

Chairm. [ Gaing up e, and producing « fort 
conflable's d from under bis great coat} Only a 
warrant from juſtice Mitiimus, tw appechot you, 
madam. 

Lucy. Apprebend me, fellow ? For whas ? 
Charles Knowell, Eq. 

Le. How, Sir ! I this true ? 

Knew. Very wee, indeed, madam. 

Lacy. bs this your defign wpon me * Wrench # 
—— V ilkin !—Monitcr !—But ns Þ @ wn | 
won't go with you. How dare you, illow, oder 

mn 
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to apprehend me? [ts the conflable} touch me, if 
| you dare. And you, Sir! [to Knowell] I ſhall 
call you to account for making this riot and buſtle 
in my houſe. 

Know. Oh, ma'am, Pm fond of a riet; I love 
noiſe and bujile;, nothing of conſequence can be done 
without it.— But look ye, madam—to uſe but few 
words with you—Either ſubmit quietly to go along 
with Mr. Slap here, or he has not only his partner 
below, but half-a-dozen more luſty myrmidons 
within call, who, in ſpite of all your houſe, will 
oblige you to ſubmit to his authority. 

Lucy. Infamous villain ! Deſtruction ſeize me, 
if I am not revenged ! [ Burfts into tears. 

Know. Whenever you can, I don't doubt it. 
But the preſent hour is mine, madam, and I'll 
make the beſt uſe of it. Mr. Slap, [ts the conflable} 
be ſo good as to wait below a minute or two; 
and I will end:-avour to prevail with the lady to 
go with us by fair means, if poſſible. 

Chairm. I'll be within call, your honour ! [ Exit. 

Know. If uſing art to detect the villainy of others 
be infamous, I am indeed a villain ; and as ſuch, 
I dare fay, you lock upon me. But whatever I 
am, vou muſt conſider, madam, that you are at 
preſent in my power. 

Lucy. And therefore you will ruin me? 

Know. 
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Know. No, unleſs it is entirely your own fault. 
In conſideration of your {cx and youth, im fome- 
thing I fee in you ſuperior to the wretches you are 
in league with, 1 have hit on a method of refeus 
them. 

Lucy. By what means ? 

Knew. Only zii me in the full diſcovery of 
this black dcefign upon Carciefs, xn! you hall plcad 
in your excuſe the having entered ine this chem 
with the fame views that | did, and be admin 2 
joint-evidence aguntt Shark, Rook, 2! Mb. 

Lacy. Well, | am in your bands; & you may 
do what you pleate with me. 

Know. Why then, now, Lacy, we are friends 
again.—DÞut to o:r bangt. We. 'l about it direct- 
me here, hall return with you. They are at the 
tavern till, and | dare fay poor Carcicfs is by this 
time in a condinon that will give him cauſe m 
joice at our arrival. Come, madum ! 

Lney. Sir, | attend you. —Oh, if women Lnew 
mous courſes, how carncitty would they rise mw 
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Scene, the Tavern. 


Careleſs, Shari, Rock, M Shuffle, fating at @ table, 
with cards, dice, Cc. before them. 

Care. [throwing the dicc.] Seven's the main.— 
Damnation! Hell! Curſt luck ! Loft again 
Well, Sir! [e Sbart] that makes up three thou» 
ſand. —I'll play no more. 

Shark Poh, prithec, Careleſs, never be uncaſy, 
man! There will be a run of ill-duck with every. 
body ſometimes. But to give you the faireſt chance 
in the world, Fil cut the cards with you, once and 
no more, double or quit. 

Care. Damn the cards — But for once —Well— 
Come then—{ cutting] Seven of hearts ! 

Shark [cutting]. Ten of ſpades. 

Care. Death and the devil !-——Six thouſand 
pounds! [brows away the cards and comes forward.) 
Oh, Charles, where are you? I ſce my folly, now 
it is too late. 

Shark. Don't make yourſelf unhappy, Frank. I 
am a little in luck to-night to be ſure : But Ill give 
you your revenge, whenever you plcaſe; and 1 
dare ſay you will be no loſer at laſt. 

Rook. Faith, Shark, you have had an immenſe 
run to-night. But I am very ſorry for Care leſa, 
and 
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hundred | have lot telt. | 
AFS5. Oh, never heed it, honey * It wilt be 
one when you have paid ir. L Caraleys. 


Care. Paid it ! Deach | What alt I un die 
Shark, how 2m | to fariify you in hi aint 1 
can as foon raife G- thoufaad devids 4s bx thoutand 
pounds at prefſonc. 

St. My dear Frank, it's very ai w fariaty 
me. Only give me your note wag tc. Teuro 
morning I'll take your bond for the moncy, ad 
| will beg the favourvt thete gentlemen to be with 
neiſes to it. Come, come, Carckts, dum t be cat 
down about it. It can't be hep d, wou know. Give 
me your note, and we'll think no more about is. 
You ſhall bad me 2 gentleman, an — 


Enter Lua. 


Knew. How now, my bucks? how arc you all ? 
Hey-day ! What, in the name of womder, i the 
matter with you ?—Carclkts! hat, us the dumps, 
Frank ' You breathe the aw of dear G. 

Care. Oh, my dcar Charies, don't rorruce mw, 1 
deſcech you. 

Know. "Torture you! What now? | et yu 
ſcarce an hour azo druking and hullung hike a 

Wed 
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mad thing; and now I find you as dull and melan- 
choly as a freſh-man at college after a jobation. 

Care. Since you left us, I have been fool enough 
to play, and have loſt fix thouſand pounds to 
Shark. 

Know. Six thouſand pounds — Lou have made 
ſhort work of it, gentlemen, and difpatched a great 
deal of buſineſs in a very little time. Mr. Shark! 
a word with you, if you plcaſe.— This is a good 
round ſam ; 1 mult inſiſt upon four thouſand. 

[ Apart to Shark. 
$hark. You ſhall have your fourth, as agreed 


upon, aud NO more. 


Knew. Then 1 amoff. [Going. 
Shark. Navy, hold! You ſhall have a third 
two thouſand. 


Know. Oh, Sir, 1 fha'n't ſtay to capitulate 
[breaking from lim] Careleſs, you tha'n't pay 2 
ſhilling of tliis money. 

Rest. Not pay it, Sir? 

Ab. Tunder and oons ! Tatteraſhion! what 
do you mean, honey ? | 

Know. {to Rock and MH Shuffle.) Thank you, gen- 
tlemen! Your ſurprize has obliged me. Now the 
maſk begins to drop off; not but your proceedings 
were pretty bareſaced belore. 

.. 
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AFSh. Bacefaced | 

Know. Oh, good Mr. MShufle, don't be outs 
rageous. I ſhall go very calmly © worko lt 
ſay, Carcleſs, you fha'n't pay + filling of this 


money. 
Care. Oh, I muſt; I muſt, indeed, Chackes. Sup» 


poſing your ſuſpicions to be truc, it us impotliblc 
to prove them, and 1 am bound in honour w pay 
the moncy. So, Mr. Shark, Tu give you ay noe 
; ** | 

Know. It is not impoiſible to prove them—— You 

ſhall give no note. 
Shark. Mr. Cuche, you have behaved like 2 
man of honour, and 2 geaticman, and as fuck | 
always regarded you. But 25 for your friend there, 
I hall fad 2 u — 

Lee. Find 2 time, Sir *-— There's none like 
the preſent ume — Nx, take your hund from you: 
ford: TU encounter you with your own weapons; 

a lietle art, Mr. Shack ; tees or tree lace wicks, 
Mr. MShuffc — Y os halt give no now, Frank. — 
| will produce a perfor that hall hy down the 
whole ſum for you immediately. Will thas Gaizty 
vou, gentlemen ? 

Hurt. Yes, Sir. 

Care. What do you mean, Charkes ? 

Vor. IV. 0 Anow. 
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Know. Patience a minute I will be with you 
again immediately. [Emt. 
Shark, What can this fellow mean? I don't un- 
derſtand him. He behaves very oddly, methinks. 

Roch. I don't like him. We were fools to be 
drawn in to truſt him. He has been fmochy all 
along. | 

Ab. Devil burn me, if he has not got little 
Lucy with him! If ſhe ſhould prove falſe now, and 
tell the whole truth, honies ? 


Re-enter Knowell, with Lucy. 


Know. Here, gentlemen | herc's ſufficient ſe- 
curity for as many thouſands as you pleaſe. 

Care. My Lucy] This is generous beyond ex- 
preſhon. Do you, madam, wutereſt yourſelf in 
my diſtreſs *? how can I return you proper thanks 

Lucy. I deſerve no thanks at your hands, Sir 
Give them to vour friend Mr. Knowell. He is the 
only perſon to whom they are due. 

Care. More myſteries! Explain, Charles, for 
heaven's fake. 

Lucy. That, Sir, muſt be my province: And 
face, in ſpite of my preſent fituation, I cannot re- 
late this dark hiſtory of my ſhame without 2 con- 
ſcious abhorrence of it, I ſhall be as bricf as po- 

bble- 
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ebe. In a word then, Sir, the friendifbip of thefe 
men for you, and your :ntemded marriage with me, 
was all 2 laid ſcheme concerted for your rum. 


play, and, by packed cards and loaded dice, make 
you loſc a confiderable fun to them. This, it 


ſeems, they bave already effected. Then, Sir, you 
were to have becn decoyed to marry me, (whom 
you ſuppoſed 2 great fortune) which would have 
made you liable to a falſe debe of ren thouſand 
pounds, due from me to Shark upon 2 bond. Here, 
Sir, is the bond, with the blanks not vet filled up, 
unkgned, and untcalcd. [Duve a bond. 
Care. Monſtrous rafcals But pray, madam —— 
Lucy. You ſhall know all immediately. —taving 
thus ſtripped you of fo large a part of your forrunc, 
the confederates were to divide the tpoils 2zmong 
them; and all theſe detigns upon you would moſt 
probably have fucceeded, if Mr. Enowelt had not 
dived inte the plot, and by an artful pretence of 
turthering and aflifting it, cuticely overthrown it. 
Care. Honeſt, generous Knowell ' How have & 
deſerved fuct a friend ? 
Law. My dear Frank, no more of this.—Ts be 
03 — 
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able to ſerve a perſon one loves, is ſurely the higheſt 
reward, —Þut we'll deter ſtating the meaſure of 
obligations and ack nov ledgments, till we have put 
a final ſtroke to this buſineſs, —Here, my honeſt 
friends there! Meſheurs Slap and Co. walk in, 
gentlemen. 

Enter Slap, and other officers. 


There ! thoſe arc your priſoners. 
Slap, [ts Shark, Cc. We ſeize you, gentlemen, 
by authority of a warrant from juſtice Mittimus. 
Rock. Nay, then all's over, the game's up. 
Mes. The devil's in the dice tho', my dear. 
Know, Mr. Slap, take care of your priſoners 
to-night : In the morning, we'll attend you to the 
juſticc's. We'll be bail for the appearance of the 
lady. 
$lav. We'll take care, Sir, I warrant you. Never 
do vou feat, my worthy maſters Come along, 
gentlemen. - 
Si. If 1 once got well out of this ſhame 
ſcrapc, upon my ſhou! I would not pretend to be 
2 jonticman any longer, but would beg my way 
back, 2s ] came here, faith, with a hay-fork in my 
land. "Exit with Shark, S.. 
Laut. You muſt know, Frank, that Lucy i 
under our protection: III let you into the parti» 
culars by-and-bv. 


Care. 


 Y ® ® 
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Care. Dear Charkes, you have Grd me from 
ruin. How infaitcly am | obliged © vou 

Know. Nay, no more of that, prichev, now. 

Care. Well, Charles, 1 will Gy no more of mv 
obligations to you, fincc | hall have almot mn wm 
mediatc opportunity of making vou 2 romp. th, 
which ] believe you will bye tons! of. | will ee 
my father of this whole afair xs fon a poilible, 
and at the fame time let him know of the fondnets 
that has f© long fubGited berween you and Poits ; 
and, faith, I thank your marrying ber, Charts, is 
a more agreeable conclutfion of this bat ue ta, then 
my being ned w ite Lacy here. 

Lacey. | am confrions, Sir, that eee at ay 
can lay of me; but | can afarne ww hat Fam 
heartily ferry for the concerns | bane bad in ths 
bulocts, and | hope my furure conduct will con 
vince you of my repentance. —ln wb moan woo, 
Sir, give me leave to foy that u woukt be huppy 
for every young ent of the nner, & bus 
10urmes to London thould turn out 4» ww progr img 
lectures as your own : And D D woult 4 
be for every gentieman who cageges pion, £4 
had fuck 2 friend as your's, tw 0 mmnge bum hut 
nothing but folly or Laavery ca draw prope ws 
ic 1.42ad-table ! 
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ST TEST 7 
Spoken by Mrs. MatTTocxs 


Enter: with & pack of cards. 
ERK they are, ladies !-———Should thee 
charming packs 

Be doubly loaded with 2 filthy tax ? 
My card to vour's, my lord, a thouſand pound! 
Oh, charming ſport | oh, might I deal em round! 
Yet 1 will uſc em; and, oh, deign to lift ! 
Tho” tie no lecture on the game of whit. 

Tuc future doom of gameſters to explore, 
I, like the Sybil's leaves, the cards turn o'er. 
Nor, think, ye tain, cheſc books of fate deceive, 
Theic only books tis modiſh to believe. 

Firſt, with long aff, ſhort coat, a fwaggering 

ipark, 
Some gambicr 'prentice, or attorney's clerk, 
His torrunc alkks—what card deſcribes theſe cubs ? 
Ou here I have him—w the aneve of clubs. 
By cicar conftruction of theic pips I read, 
Tuus he will play his cards, and thus ſucceed: 
A: hazard, faro, brag, he jouns the groupe, 
Anc ends a knave, at be commenc d a dupe : 
And 
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An thener by. ban eur * 
* Hounfow brit. then been 
Here, in && ty of nnd, puitur'sd Grads 
An ber, joft warm in by dead father” hands 
Now hey for cards and dice | bu: cibowr habe 
Hu cool kament, r how!i, und grooms wget 
The tate depending on coach detper ics bet 
Now dup d, the ball whizzer theo bus bond, 
Aud thatrers duſt w daft, by as © cas. 
Lo | next to my propheti< ove, there tarts 
A becautcous gametter, un % e of Bow? to. 
The cards arc Kak, the tata) pool w oft, 
Am all her gods hopc wr cvcr crut 
Let Kill thus cand-devored tacr | views, 
Wc er her luck, to en cver true 
50 tender there, it debts croud tant upon her, 
Sac d pawn her virtuc to preterve her aenow”. 
Thrice happy were my art, could I ical, 
Cards would be foon abjur'd by cach fond elle 
Yet I pronounce, who cherith till this vice, 
Aud the pale vigils &cep of cars and dice, 
Iwill n their charms itrange kavock mc, ve tir! 
Which rouge in vain fhall labour to repair. 
Beauties thai! grow mere hag», waits wither d -, 
Fngutiul, aud ugly as the gucrn of /padc: ' 
© 5 rus 
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Firft actbad at the Theatre-Ryzal in Covent-Garden, 
on the 12th of November, 1770. 


Tas MUSICEKE ar Dn. ARNOLD 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HIS Burtetta is founded on 2 favourite picce 
of the Italian comedy at Paris, called £4 
Tales Parians. The PozTz arr was kindly 
ccived on the Englith Rage; 2 fette, which the 
Author attributed to the candour and indulgence 
of the publick, 25 well as to the excellence of the 
icveral performers, and the agreeable mulick of 
Mr. Arnold, at whoſe immediate unſtance the piece 
was undertaken, and completed in very tew hours. 


CHARACTERS. 


CHARACTERS. 


P4XTALOON, 


IsABELLA, 


CoLOMBINE, 
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PART THE FIRST. 


An apartment — houſe. 
The Nau in front, as juſt ſoxt heme from the 


Let bim ſay what be will, — adinun 
How ſhould 2 young maiden cudure an chk man ? 
ra 
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I'm tender—as Leander knew : 
Leander, deareſt ſwain 
Loving and true—ah, when will you, 
Sweet youth, return again ? 
How ſoft were thy graces ! 
How cloſe thy embraces ! 
How melting thy kiſſes ! 
Oh, raviſhing bliſſes 
Let her ſay, let her do all ſhe can, 
How ſhould 2 young maiden rcfiſt a young man 


RECITATIVE. 
With heroines in romances 
It was the conſtant trade, 
To tell their ſtories to ſome confidante ; 
But when a ſmart gallant 
Makes amorous advances, 
A modern lady truſts her chambermaid. 
And here comes mine : 
Truſty, tho” flippant, Colombiae. 


Enter Colombine. 
Oh, Colombine l thy kind adrice / 
What ſhall I do? reſolve me in a trice 1 
Colom. Be rul'd by me, Fil end yuur forroms foon. 
Jab. What ſhall I do? 
Coirm, Do? Marry Pantaleon. 
Lab. 
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Is. Marry my guardian ? Pr'ythee hold ! 
Colom. He's prudent — 
| . He's extremely old. 
Colam. He's loving, and he rolls in gold. 
A rare rich huſband ! 
les. He's extremely old. 
Colom. Stricken in years no doube—whar then ? 
He's conſt an 
Ijab. He's threefcore and ten. 
Colom. Threefcore and ten ! 2 charming found, 
When join'd to threeſcore thouland pound. 


AIX 


Ab, madam, wie 


To what you object, 
The older 2 huiband the better: 


To his age, which 2 wife 
Thinks the curſe of her life, 

A widow will own ſhe's a debror. 
A ruſty old blade, 

Worn out in the trade, 

[n love may perdaps diſappoint her z 
But his gout, or his cough, 
Soon carries him off, 

Aud makes ber amends un 2 jointure. 

RECH 
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RECITATIVE. 

Ijab. Patience, dear Colombine! I would as ſoon 
Marry my grave, as wed with Pantaloon. 
Leander is my love—a charming youth ! 

And nought ſhall ſhake my conſtancy and truth. 

Colom. When a girl doats, who dares to contra- 

dict her? 
But Pantaloon 
Jab. Behold him! There's his picture. 


A I R. 
Is that a form or feature 
To warm a virgin's breaſt ? 
Can ſuch an ugly creature 
Expect to be careſt? 


RAECITATIV 
Calm. Peace, madam! here he comes; —at leaſt 
deceive him; 
Tickle his vanity and after grieve him. 
Enter Pantalsen. 
Pant. Good morrow, ſweeteſt Iſabel ! 


How docs my charmer ? 
Jab. Pretty well. 


Pant. When married, you'll be better ſtill. 


When ſhall thy guardy wed thee ? 
Iſab. When be will. 


How 


THE PORTRALYT. ws 
How much his picture he reſearbics ! LA. 
Pant. Sweet Ifabel, you've fet my heart on hes 
I'm all a conflagr2tioa of delice. 
Fir I'll preſene thee with thy weddiag-ciag, 
And give thee, aftcrwards— better thang, 
AIX 


How will I play the lover's part, 
When pretty Bell beſtows ber heart, 
Her heart and band on Pantalbon 
Every day, every night, 
Shall abound wuh delight, 
And every mouth be hoacy-moon. 
RECITATIVE. 


Let not my Ifabells frown, 
Ii bufneſs calls mc out of ton 
For a few days I muſt depan, 


don to cturu 
Iſab. You break my heart? 


Cal. Ab, Sir, how can you thus aict her, 
And leave ber nothing but your Pictuze 7 
Pax. Ah, Colombiac, it gives me pain; 
But I ſhall foon return again. 
Weep not, my love ! Fa griev'd © go4 
But bufineſs muſt be done, you know. 
Vor- IV. P TREO 
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8 V & * 
Pant. Oh, how painful tis to part 
Jab. Ab, Pantaloon! *twill break my heart. 
Colom. Take comfort, charming Bell ! 
How ſhocking tis to leave her 
How cruel *tis to grieve her ! 
A diſmal tale to tell. 
Pant. My lovey, 
My dovey, 
My little pigſnye, 
I pr'ythee don't cry 
lab. How painful to part 
Pant. But ſoon, very ſoon 
You ſhall fee Pantaloon. 
1/ab. "Twill, ſure, break my heart. 
C:lom. How ſhocking to leave her, 
How cruel to grieve her !— 
Away, you falſe loon ! 


PART 
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PART THE SECOND. 


Scan 
„. Iſabells, and Columbine. 
RECITATIVEL 


Leander. 
O I behold my Ifabet once more 7 
Happy the moment I regain'd the ſhore ' 
Is. Bleſt be the waves, and bick the profy'rous 


gales, 
That bore your ſhip, and Ad the fwelling fails ! 
AIR 


Lean. Tho' doom d to tempt the fickle fea, 
Still conſtant was my foul : 
Still, ſtill it pointed true to thee, 
As neecdle to the pole. 


RECITATIVE. 


Calm. In troth, good Sir, was well you came 
fo foon, 
Or Iſabel had married Pantaloon. 
2 Loan. 
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Leen. My uncle? Heaven forbid the black deſign ! 
Who could adviſc her to it? 
[/ab. Colombine. 
Colem. True: But Leander was not on the ſpot, 
Nor any other huſband to be got. 
AIK 
When beaux and ſmarts abound, 
And lovers are in plenty ; 
When youths in ſwarms ſurround, 
A maiden may be dainty ; 
May pick and chuſe, 
And ten refuſe, | 
When ſhe has choice of twenty. 


But when ſhe's left alone, 
| To sgh and bug her pillow, 
"Tis vain to fit and moan, 
Or wear the mournful willow : 
No Damon ncar, 
What wit could ſneer, 
When Celia took 'Twangdillo ? 
RECITATIVE. 
Lean, And could my Iſabella prove 
Falſe to Leander, falſe to love ? 
1/ab. Baniſh thy idle fears, dear youth; 


Nor doubt my conſtancy and truth. 
AIX. 
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AIX 


Leander was my daily theme, 
Leander was my aightly dream ; 

For him 1 wept, I fg d. 
Why wilt thou tempt the dang'rous main 7 
Ah, when wilt thou return again ? 

When bleſs theſe eyes, I cried ? 


DUET. 


Lean. Tranſporting confeion ! 
Ia. Believe it, dear youth. 
Bath. How fweet the expreſſion 
Of faith, love and truth 
Lean. My heart beats to thine. 
Jjab. By thy foul, judge of mine. 
Bath. One paſkon, cue fame 
Each boſom inſpires : 
Our fears are the fame ; 
The fame our defires . 


RECITATIVE. 


Colam. [ alone.) So have | ſeen rwo amoruus twith- 


doves, 
Billing 2nd cocing, murmur forth hau c- 
Poor Colombine | bow cruel is thy face * 
Left, like a turtle, here without a mate * 


P3 


AK 


214 THE PORTRAIT, 
A1R 


Of all evils under the ſun, 
O one, only one, I'm afraid ; 
1 fear no misfortune but one 
And that is to dic an old maid. 


Oh, Venus, avert the diſgrace! 
Oh, Cupid, be true to thy trade: 
What mortal can look in my face, 
And think I would dic an old maid? 
(Exit, 


SCENE continucs. 


A table, with ſupper. 
Pantaleon alone. 


RECITATIVE. 


Out at one door, and in at other 
"Tis thus my purpoſes I ſmother. 
This ſudden fondneſs was 2 trick: 
1 ſmoak'd the ſhrewd young elves ! 
But 1 ſhall catch them in the nick, 
And turn their roguery on themſclves. 
[Sees the table. 


Supper 
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Supper prepar'd | chowe meat and n 
But not for me 
| 1 plainly foe, 
For | am out of town, they think. 
Ah ! 'tis a mchancholy watch, 
That youth hates age, and age fears youth. 


AIX 


Tho' not in the bloom of my wann, 
Yer till I have left 2 colt's work, 
And when I can get 2 fine chicken, 
| love to be mumbling and picking, 
Yer they laugh at my mumbling, 
And call it but fumbliag, 

| And cry, * there's a lover, forſoorh ” 


RECITATIVE 


My Portrait here ? this very Picture 
Shall be an engine to convict her; 
The canvaſs Fl bebead this minute, 
And thruſt my living noddle in it. 
[Cats off the bead of the pudture. 
No copy ſhall my Portrait be, 
But au original, you ice | 
{ Puts bus bead thre" the N 


P4 ru 
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Til watch your motions, ma'am— but mum |! 
Methinks I hear and ſce her come. 


Enter Iſabella, Leander, and Co/ombing. 
Lean. And was I thus to loſe my bride ? 
Pant. { from the picture.) My nephew here! 
Jjab. It cannot be denied. 

Colom. Prithee have done your idle prate, 
Nor let a tempting ſupper wait | 

Lean. Since Colombinc's advice is good, 

Such counſel cannot be withſtood. 
AIR. 

Hang care and drive ſorrow 

Away till to-morrow, 
To-morrow, and after to-morrow ! 

We'll fing and we'll laugh, 

We'll ifs and we'll quaff, 

And if night is too ſhort, from the „ 
borrow. [They fat down to ſupper. 


RECITATIVE. 
Pant. Well ſaid, Leander! 
Cidom. Mirth can be no crime, 
But, troth, Leander came in pudding-time. 
Iſab. In happy hour: but always welcome here. 
Lean. Happy the hour that brought me to my 
dear 


Colom. 
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Colon. Leander, hob or nob! Fax very thirty. 
Pant. My wine ? & aucy giply {—would 'rwould 
bur = 

Colem.. Flt up the ga. Very willh 
Another for axadam Belt? 
The glaiics hal! together ring, 
While ail thice , and al three ng, 


TESTA 
Away with A Arie 
'To frcndihip and love 
. Let's ginglc our glaiſes! 
What joys ve above 
Thoſe of fr::ndihip and love ? 
What plcature in life, 
Love aud friendibip turpadies ? 


RECITATIVE. 
Pant. Oh, curſe your Gyuatting ! 
W as ever heard fuch caterwauling ? 
Laun. What woull my wack fay, if he were here ? 
Pant. Tu tel} you prefently. 
Calam. Come, never frac, 
He loves my miſtreſs, cannot conmradict ber ; 
He's not ill-aatur'd eber. —oc<c his Fiat? 
Us 
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He looks good-humour'd. Could he thwart her 
liking ? 
2 
Lean. Very ſtriking 
Iſab. That's but bis Portrait.—If himſclf were 
here, 
You'd find him jealous, rigid, and ſevere. 


AIX 


When lovers are old 


They wrangle and ſcold; 
Run ruſty, 
Grow cruſty 
And guarrelſome elves : 
How wretched the lives 
Of their ſweet-hearts and wives ! 
Men can't pleaſe the ladies, who can't pleaſe 
rhemſclves. 


RECITATIVE 


He to our union never would conſent. 
Lean. Suppoſe we alk him, but for merriment! 
Fancy the Picture him, and fall before it 3 
Aſk his conſent, obtain, and thank him for it. 
Iſab. Talk to a picture? what an idle notion! 
Lean. 1 ſwear it ſcems cndued with breath and 
motion. 
For 
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For the lifc's fake, the copy's worth addreffing ; 
Down on your knees with me, and ak hu bicbag 
{ Louander and [judeiis ined in ths pecture. 


QUARTETT®O 


Iab. Low at your fect 
We thus camest, 
And thus put up our pray's. 
Loan. Kind Pantaloon, 
Ob, grant our hn. 
And blicfls 2 bappy pu! 
Calam. Your fuit he approves: 
See, he files on your loves, 
With a favounany cyc. 
Pant, "Tin a damaable lie? 
[ From the picture, then comes foriwvare 
Iab. Confulcat? 
Lean. Vandouc! 
Calom. Ab! where hall t run? 
Pant. Cunfulion undes 
But | warch's them, 
And catch'd them, 
And know what they've done. 
Le. If. Cal. He bas waich'd ws, 
And catch d us, 
And knows what we've duuc. 


KEC * 
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RECITATIVE. 


Pant. Well, madam, not a word ? 
Ijab. 1 faint, Tm weak, 
I'm quite confounded, Sir—1 cannot ſpeak. 
Lean. Believe me, Sir—— 
Pant. Peace, firrah ! get you hence ! 
Fil make you ſuffer for your impudence. 
Cel:m. My worthy maſter, have a little patience 
Tho” Iſabella could not well return 
The flame with which ſhe ſaw your boſom burn, 
"Tis plain ſhe's very fond of your relations. 
Nephew or uncle if ſhe takes, you know, 
Out of the family ſhe does not go. 
Pant. "Tis mighty fine! extremely well! 
But you ſhall ſuffer, madam Bell! 


RECITATIVO accompanied. 


« All my fond love thus do I blow to Heaven ; 
« * [is gone.” —And row, fair lady, we are even. 


RECITATIVE. 


Leander, you ſhall ſuffer too 
The puniſhment ſo much your due. 
Be Iſabel your bride elect 
REC 


RECITATIVO acmmpenccs 
« Look to ber, boy ! If thou bat coves i he? 
« She has deccrv'd her guardian, —and may thee.” 

Lean. * My life upon her faurh -I wad on &y, 

I am f bleſt? 

Iſab. And L 

Calam. And L 
Pans. And L 


AIX 


Colam. If faber or guardian's wo inch, 
Young maidens arc t t bu ron 
But if he ſhould chance to be wick's, 


Can the young cer agree with the . 
To form 2 nidiculuus par ; 
Or ladies endure to be fold 
Like the cattle cxpos'd at 2 fair ? 
Cherus. Can the young, Lc. 


Lean. When Hymen inclines w 2 joke, 
? He fcors the dull dictates of reafun; 
Youth 22d age be :ogether will yoke, 
And chap up 2 match out of keaiun. 


The 
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The poor couple pull different ways, 
And lead a moſt weariſome life ; 
While wrangling and jangling diſplays 
A fad picture of huſband and wiſe. 
Cherzs. The poor couple, Cc. 


Pant. When Cupid at mortals takes aim, 
On youth let him empty his quiver z 
In age let him kindle no flame, 
Nor pierce an old gentleman's liver | 
In the winter of years left alone, 
Old bachelors, feck not for wives, 
Nor envy the joys that are flown 
With the April and May of your lives ! 
| Chorus. In the winter, &c. 


Jab. Here Cupid and Hymen agree 

To ſmile on our mutual careſſing, 
While guardy, as happy as we, 

Throws in his conſent and his bleſſing. 


But if Tov on our union ſhould frown, 
Our happineſs quickly departs ! 
The hcight of our wiſhes to crown, 
Oh, allow us your hands and your hearts 
[T7 the audience. 


CHORUS. 
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CHORUS 
But if You on our ien houks frown, 
Our happinets quicily departs, 
The height of our withes to crown, 
Oh, allow us your hands and your hearts? 


THEY 


THE 


FAIRY PRINCE. 
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Firji fled at the Theatre-Rizal in G. 
on the 1216 of November, ee. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


uk greater part of this Maſque is borrowed, 
with ſome ritten, from Ben Jonfon. The 
ſame liberty has been taken with 2 few paiſages of 
Shakeſpeare, and a Chorus of the hats Gilbert 
Weſt, Ee. The final Chorus is from Dryden. 
The Editor humbly fubmitcs the whole ww the 
Publick ; hoping that it will noe appear unworthy 
of the occabon to which it s adapred ; and mat 
they will receive with their uſual canduur this 
c lor to chtertan them, by the cumbined powers 
i the moſt cminent proficicurs in the arts of Mun 
1, Panting, and Puctry. 
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CHARACTERS. 


SILEXUS, Afr. Reinhold. 
FixsT Sa rr, Ar. Mattechs. 
SEcoxD SaTYR and Ecno, Mr. Du-Bellany. 
TrinpD Sara, | Mr. Phillips. 
Fou ru SaTYR, Mr. Baker. 
FirFTH S4TYR, | Ar. Fox. 
SYLVAN, | . Ouenſen. 
PaINcIT AL Faikits, + any 
Nrurns = — 

: Ari. Woodman. 


Dance of Nymphs and Satyrs, by Meſſrs. Titer, 
Aldridge, Mad. Manefiere, Cc. &c. 


The Mufick compeſed by Dr. Arne. 


The Scenes painted by Meſſrs. Cipriani, Dall, and 
Richards. 


THE 


FAIRY PRINCE. 


PART THE FIRST. 


— or ad fe nk Wow 
corner the man riſing, „ Satyy is feen is cone 
forth and call. 


RECITATIVE. 


Fir # Satyr. 
HROMIS! Mnafbl! nonc appear ? 
der you not who nicth here ? 
You were caroubbag le, 1 frar: 
Tu prove if this can reach your car. 
[ He winds bis carnct, and thinks bunof 
anfacred, bus N by the . 
AIX. 
Oh, you wake, then : Come away 4 
Ines be fhort are made for play * 
The hum eus moon wo will ac. Ray. 
Q 3 Ker 
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RECITATIVE 
What doth make you thus delay ? 

Hath the tankard touch'd your brain ? 

Sure, they're ſall'n aſlcep again 

Or I doubt it was the vain 

Echo, did me cntcrtain. 

Prove again. [Winds a ſecond time. 
I thought twas ſhe. 


' 18 Þ * 
Idle nymph, 1 pray thee be 
Modc?, and not follow me; 
I] not iove myſclf, nor thee. 
[Winds the third time, and is anſwered 
by anatber Satyr. 


RECITATIVE. 
Ay, this ſound I better know: 
Would their faces they might ew! 
[Mt this, other Satyrs come forth ſeveralh, 
and among ff them a Silenns. 
2d Satyr. Thank us, and we ſhall do fo. 
34 Satyr. Ay, our number ſoon will grow. 
24 Satyr. Sce Silenus ! 
3d Satyr. Cercops too! 
ath Satyr. Yes; what is there now to do? 


3 


THE FAIRY PRINCE xn 


6% Saryy. Arc there any nymphs tw woo ? 
4 . If there be, ket one have raw 
Le. Chaſter language ! Theke age nights 
ernn to the hinang neces 
Of the Fairy Prince, and Knights; 
Mile the moon thei orgies hghts. 
24Saryry. Will they come abroad anon ? 
34 r. Shall we fe Young Oberon ? 
4th Satyr. bs be fach a princely one 
A: you ſpake him long agoue? 
AIR ad CHORUS 
$:1enzs. Satyrs, be doch Gl with grace 
Every ſeaſon, every place; 
Beauty dwells bus in his face : 
He's the height of all our race ! 
Our Pan's father, god of wague, 
Bacchus, though he mull be young, 
Phebus, when be crowned ſung, 
Noc Mars, when aft his armour rung, 
Migbt with him be nam d that day: 
Lovcher than the ſpriag in May. 


CHORUS 
Zu! that he would come away ! 


. RECH 
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RECITATIVE. 


34 Satyr. Farewell, Bacchus! we will ſerve 
Young Oberon. 
Silenus. And he'll deſerve 

All you can, and more, my boys. 

4th Satyr. Will he give us pretty toys, 
To beguile the girls withal ? 

34 Satyr. And to make em quickly fall? 

Silenus. Peace, my wantons ! he will do 
More than you can aim unto. 

1/f Satyr. Will he gild our cloven feet ? 

34 Satyr. Strew our heads with powders ſweet ? 

Satyr. Bind our crooked legs in hoops, 
Made of ſhells, with filver loops ? 

24 Satyr. Tie about our tawny wriſts 
Bracclets of the Fairy twiſts ? | 

err 
Hang upon our ſtubbed horas 
Garlands, ribbands, and fine pokes ; 

34 Satyr. Freſh as when the flower diſcloſes ? 


AIR ad CHORUS. 
24 Satyr. And to anſwer all things clic, 


Trap our ſhaggy thighs with bells; 
4th Satyr. That as we do ſtrike a time, 
In our dance, hall make a chime, 


34 Satyr. 
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34 Nr. Louder than the rattling pipes 
Of the wood-gos, 

1 Satry. Or the firipes 
Of the timbgel ; when we carry 
Bacchus up, his pomp to vary? 


CHORUS. 
Oh, that he ſo long doch tary ! 
RECITATIVE. 


Silent. Peace | the rock ill quicaly ope : 
Soon you ſhall cajoy your hope. 

{ Rock opens, and d:fcaver: the Wit Frunt of Se. 
George's Chage!, at Windfer, with brilliant de 
corations z before the gates tus Hu armed 

with their dnbs, aud dreff in haves, afrcs. 
Met this the Satyr i wondering, Silcums )v ecards. 

Mark, my Satyrs, what 2 how ! 

Like ancther &y of lags 7 

Loader 6t the creited kai -hes, 

Once the noble of the cart, 

Quickea'd by a fecond birth; 

Wio, for prowets, awd for truth, 

There are crown'd with UAin; van; 
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And row hold, by fate's command, 


Scats of bliſs in Fairy land. 
But, their guards ! ſtrange watch they keep ! 
Rouze cm, Satyrs, from their fleep ! 

24 Fahr. Holla, Syivans !-—Sure they're caves 
Which ficep inhabits —— 

1/f Satyr. Elſe they're graves. 

24 Satyr. Shall we cramp cm? 

34 Satyr. Would we had Borcas here, to blow ! 

gth Satyr. Shall we ſtcal away their beard 

34 Cr. For Pan's goat, that leads the herds ? 
1 Satyr. Let's try, whether is more dead, 

One Sylran's club—or rother's head. 

24 Satyr. Let us to ſome river take them; * 
Plump—and fce if that will wake them! 

1/f Satyr. Let them down the hill be roll'd ! 

Silenus. Wags, no more ! you grow too bold. 

24 Satyr. "There's no motion yet appears. 

Silenus. Strike a charm into their cars. 


CATCH, g the Sayre. 
Buz, quoth the blue fiy, 
Hum, quoth the bee : 
Buz and hum they cry, 
Aud ſo do we. 
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In bis car, in his noſe, 
Thus do you fee ? 


He cat the dormoulc, 
Eliſe it was he ! 


{The rwe Syluan! fart r omatzed, and betas then 
Alves te their arms. 


RECITATIVE 


Selena. How now, Sylvans! can you wake ? 
1 commend the care you take. 
415 Cre. Who is yonder up aloof ? 
1 Kane, Be your eyes 25 yet moon-procf ? 
Sd. Satyrs, leave your petulance, 
And go tri about, and hee; 


„ Satyy. Say you fo? Then bet ws falb 
To a ſong, or to a brawt ! 
Shall we, grandfice ? Let us ſport, 
And make expectation ſhort. 

Senn. De, my wantons, what you pleaſe ; 
I'll ie down, aud take mine cafe. [ Exe. 
7 Ltr. Brothers, fing then, and up 

{As we ue ond ſeeming maid 


Bur 
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But hold! the woodland nymphs, my boys, 
Appear, and promiſe greater joys ! 


Enter Il vd amp. 
1/4 Nymph. Sylvans, Fauns, and Satyrs rude, 
Pan's train, and all that multitude, 
Now dance in wilder rounds about, 
And cleave the air with many a ſhout ! 


A I R. 

Sce, ſce, oh, ſee, who here is come a-mayingj 
The maſter of the ocean 

Wich his darling Orian: 
Why left we our playing ? 

To gaze, to gaze, 
On them chat all amaze, 
Whoſe like were never ſeen. 
Up, nightingale, and fing 
Jug, jugs jug, Jugs &c. 

Raiſe, lark, thy note and wing ; 
All birds their muſick bring; 
Sweet robin, linnet, thruſh, 
Record from every buſh 

The welcome of the king, 
The king and queen ! 


RECH 
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RECITATIVE 
24 Mas. Now, now, prepare i let: 
And when your hands arc met, 
Begin ann nimble feer 
The happy ground to beat. 
[4 dance, til! they are interrupted by Silonms. 
Silenus. Stay ! the chearful Chanticlecs 
Tells you that the time is acar; 
See, the gates alrcady fpread ! 
Nymphs and Satyrs, bow the head ! 
See St. George's Fane | where now 
Lives Knighthood with a crowned brow. 
[Scene opens, and drfcvucrs a vijien of the unfide if 
Se. George: Chapel, at Windjor, with the aig: 
CHORUS. 
Hail, fair Knighthood ; Kt our lays 
Vindicate thy antient praife ! 
Thos too, Windfor, dak be fang ; 
Manson of princes, ent of gods, 
To view thy walls with wophics hang 
Walk by Ander rd xmnown'd, 
Scat of chivalry and func ! 
By Edward with new honours crown't ; 
REC 


. po” 
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RECITATIVE 


24 Nymph. Let our ſhows be new as ſtrange, 
Ever b-cning to their change ; 
That beholders may not tarry, 
Let them oft and ſweetly vary 
{Scene changes, and dijcovers, im bien, the taking 
of the ting of Bobemid's flandard at the 
fance the Princes of Wales have fince borne three 
Oftrich Feathers (the Bohemian flandard) as 
their creft, with the original matte, Ich Dien. 
Silent. Now, Nymphs and Satyrs, fee reveal'd, 
In glorious vifion, Creily's ficld ! 
The ſtandard by Bohemia borne, 
Thence by Britiſh valour torn : 
Firſt, brave young Edward's prize ; and ſince, 
The creſt renown'd of Fairy Prince ! 


RECITATIVE. 
24 Nymph. Let us hail the glorious fight 
With ſongs of rapture and delight 
a& 85 
Let us play, and dance, and ng 
Le: us trolick, let us ſport, 
Turaing the dell guts of ſpring 
Jo the graces of a court. 


From 
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From aur, from cloud, from dreams and wyn, 
To founds, to tenſe, to love, and joys! 


DUVET ad CHORUS. 


PART THE SECOND. 


The lower court — withe view if the 
Round Txer, the eutfide of St. Gearge iChapel, <. 


A tree of Fairics. 
RECITATIVI. 4 


Fir Fairy. 
E L L were the enn ties begun; 
And tho but ghted by the moon, 
They ſhew d as rich as if the fun 
Had made the night his noon. 


Wau: 
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Wonder none they were ſo bright 
The moon then borrow'd from a greater light- 


Tho” the moon be gone to bed, 
Fairies muſt not hide the head; 
But ſing, dance, and revel on, 
In honour of Young Oberon. 


RECITATIVE 


24 Fairy. And ſweet Oſnaphil, his brother | 
Arthur hails him ſuch another ; 
Edward too cnjoins the rites, 
To rank him with the lifted knights; 
Worthy each alike to ſpring 
From the Fairy Queen and King. 
ff Fairy. Now then, blythe clves, in tunes 
expreſs 
The ſovercign and his empereſs, 
While all confeſs the proper heir 
Aſſign'd to Arthur's crowns and chair. 


DUET. 
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DUTT. 
Seck you majeſty to nike ? 
Bid the world produce their like. 
Seck you glory to amaze ? 
Here let nations and at gane 
Seck you wiidom tw unfpire ? 
Touch then at no other fire ! 
Seck you picty to lead ? 
In their footiteps only c. 
Every grace of Queen and King, 
And of all, in them, we Gag. 
RECITATIVE 
% Fairy. Now, Pues and Elves, your talks about; 
The caſtle ſcarch within and out : 
24 Fairy. Strew good back on every room, 
Fix'd till the perpetual doom ; 
if Fairy. The feveral chairs of order frour, 
With juice of cv'ry precious flower ; 
24 Fairy. Each fair inftalmen-coat, and craft, 
With loyal blazon alt be bleft; 
AIX. 
And ever, ever, in 2 rings | 
Like to the Garter's ciecle, fung 
RECITATIYE 
In cm'rald tuits the motto write, 
Of flowers purple, blue, and white 3 
Vor. IV. n _ 
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Like ſapphire, pearl, embroidery, 
Buckled below fair knighthood's knee. 
Away, diſperſe ; the white-plum'd train 
In ſolemn pomp from yonder hall ; 

Vaniſh, and attend my call ! L Lan Fairw:. 


AIX. 


24 Fairy. Melt earth to ſea, ſea flow to air, 
And air fly into fire, 
While we in ſongs to Arthur's chair 
Bear Oberon's defire ! [Exent. 


THE 
PrxocEss10N to Sr. GEORGE's CHarEL, 
OF THE 


SOVEREIGN, KniGuTs COMPANIONS, 
Kx1GHTs ELECT, c. &c. Ce. 


Which claſes the Second Part. 


PART 


THE FAIRY PRINCE ww 


PART THE THIRD 


Windfer-Part, with 0 wow of the Cath. 
RECITATIVE. 
Enter Pairs. 
Fat Fay. 
OR yet, my Faics, in this day bieſt, 
Muſt you thiak or hope to ret. 
24 Fay. Let the conte and country Fairy, 
That doch haunt the hearth or dairy, 


Let ghoſts, wand'ring here and there, 
Shun Auroras harbinger ; 


5% Fairy. And u from the cheartul lighe, 


Hold company with black-brow'd night ! 
24 Fairy. We're ſyirics of another fore, 
ud Wich the jolly, jolly day make tyorr. 
DUE r. 


Nay, nay, 

You mult not tay, 

Nor be weary yet: 
This is no time to caſt away ; 
Or for Fairies to forget 
men almiic Gra 
Knotty joints, and limbs of clay 
Seek for caſe, or love delay. 


R 2 Merr:ly, 
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Merrily, merrily, we ſhould fare, 
Whoſe being's a ſhadow, whoſe bodies are air. 


A DANCE or FAIRIES. 


[After the Fairies are vaniſhed, the ſeene changes to 
the infide of It. Games Hall, with the throne, 
tables, &c. as at the inflallation. The Knights- 
Companions enter in proceſſion, and range them- 
ſelves on the outſide of their table ; they uncover 
and bow as the Sovereign paſſes. Ceremony of the 
dinner, c. with proper mf The whole con- 
cluding with this 
GRAND CHORUS. 


Renown, aſſume thy trumpet, 
From pole to pole reſounding 
Great Gronce's name 
Great GzonGe's name 
Shall be the theme of fame. 
Record the Gan TEr's glory! 
A badge for heroes and for kings to bear; 
For kings to bear ! 
And ſwell th* immortal tory 
With ſongs of gods, and fit for gods to hear; 
For gods to hear ! 


an 


OCCASIONAL PRELUDE, 
PERFORMED AT THE OPENING 


THEATRE-ROYAL, COVENT-GARDEN, 
On the Twouy-foft . 177% 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


following Scenes were written merely tus 
the purpotc of opening the theauoal cam 
paigu, and of introducing 4 acw cet © ihe 
publick ; And this Prelude was honoured with © 
favourable a reception, that the managers of our 
theatres have Guce been induced to commence the 


CHARACTERS. 


Man4ces, Ar. Dyer. 
PrRoMyeTER, Atv. Younger, 
Scorcu AUTHOR, Mr. Knroeten. 
CanreNTER, Afr. Dovis. 
Mr. Sounders. 
Ar. Fox. 
Cnamuan, Ar. Wignell. 
. Bates. 
Servant, Ar. Thompſon. 
A Youxc Lor (being . N 
appearance on any ſtage), | 


AN 


AN 
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Cie vifes, and diſcovers the fron of Crucnt» 

Garden Prazzs. 

Chairmen fitting on their A447 -peces. 

1/4 Chucr mun. 
ADDY, my jewel! 
24 Chair. What's the mancr, honey ? 

if Chair. You can rade, my dear. I nor that 
long black and white prices of paper » ph halt 
Micking up there ? 

24 Chair. Indeed, and it is. 
1 Chair. Then the Theatres ace going wt open 
again, | ſuppoſe. 
24 Chair. Indeed, and they ace [after hating 4 
the play-hill,} Of all the days in the year, nexe 
Monday-mght, honey. 
1M Chair. You are glad of thas, I believe. 
24 Charr, You may fay thas. 


1 Cha. 


2 . dd & 
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1/ Chair, Ay, Ill be bound for you. By-and-by 
the impty town will fulfil again. Firſt of all, the 
actor people come in ſaſon with the oyſters; 
then, 2 little after, the lawycrs come trotting up 
with the tirm ; and about Chriſtmas we have the 
lament. 

24 Chair. The ſooner the better, fait ! Dibble 
burn me, but this has been ſuch a dry ſummer, 1 
have not had a whet for theſe three months. Oh! 
there's nothing ſo fataguing a5 carrying an impty 
chair. There's the machonics at Yother ind of the 
town, always ride up and down the ſtreets on 
horſeback ; the city folks all go on fut; and the 
nobility drive halſ-a-dozen rats in an ilbow-chair, 
and call them a fit of coach-horſes ; fo that a poor 
divel of a chairman can get nothing at all, at all. 
Tias men croſs the flage, and knack at the flireet-door. 


Enter a Servant. 


1/f Man. Is your maſter at home? 
Servant. He is. Pray walk in, gentlemen. 
[Exennt Servant and men inte the houſe. 
1/1 Chair. By my foul, Paddy, but the little ma- 
nager there is come to his ſtand again ; and upon 
my fait, I believe he'll be glad of 2 good fare as 
well as any of us. 


24 Chair. 
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2d Chair. Oh! good back i the Hark cruann, 
I Gay! To be fare be is uo bigger thas cnc of the 
outhacdhh poppus at the Hoke uw the Walt wor 
der; bus what with their hows i the orening, 
and grading mubck-doac> all night khong, by ay 
foul they keep the Pee-a-ches alive rad merry the 
whole four-and-rwenty hours, bhoncy. 
{ People cail behind — Chair, chat 
34 Cr. Here—here.— [ ake up, hike Ference! 
—Fiurkt chair hee, honey. 
[The Third and Fourth Chammen run off with 4 chu. . 
24 Chair. Dibble bum your talking | Demmus 
and Terence have run away with the fare yonder. 
{Call from behind —Odd man, odd man“ 
1/0 Char. Here —herc.—Come along, PA, '— 
Who calls odd man there ? By my ul, bere's rwo 
of us. 


Eu, dragging @ chair, fellows Sc C nun. 
Scene draws, and A ju overs 6 /tudy. 
MAfanager and Pr :mpyecr. 

Manager reading 4 pay01e. 

A The Theatre Royal in Covent Garin 


will open on Monday the 21 of SCN er, i772, 
with 
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with the Comedy of —, Very well. Now go 
to the theatre, ſend me word when they are ready 
to begin the rehearſal, and Fill come immediately. 
Promp. Les, Sir. { Gorng. 
Man. But, hark ye! Younger! 

Promp. Cream Sir. 

Man. How did your management go on at 
Liverpoole ? | 

Promp. Very well, Sir. The people are both 
wealthy and generous, and we took a deal of money. 

Man. And how did they like my prologue ? 

Promp. Extremely well, Sir; | ſpoke it myſell. 

Man. Oh, then it could not fail. 

[Exit Prompter. 
Emer Servant, with 4 letter. 

Serv. A lady waits for an anſwer, Sir. 

Man. [reads] © Defire to appear in publick— 
„ particular fiend—cducauon——talents—figure— 
„ wm—um—.—Shew the lady into the pariour; 
IU wait on her preſently. 

Sew. Yes, Sir. ing, m . The ſhoe- 
maker's wiſc from Littlc-Britain has called for the 
pair of comedies ſhe left here about a fortaight ago. 

Man. A pair of comedies ? 


Afos. 
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Mean. From Link-Britzin ? Oh, 1 rementber — 
I'll look them ont, 2nd tend them homo tmr 

Serv. The Carpenter from the thearre tes 
10 (pexk to you, Sir. 

Mon, Bid him come in. { Exit Ser vane. 

Bare Car peaver. 

Well, Carpenter, have you alters the traps foe the 
Sorcerer? - 

Carp. We have. 

Mon. Bruib'd up mother Shipmen 7 

Carp. We have. 

Aon. And laid by the Fairy Prince 7 

Carp. We have, Sir. But | made bold i come 
to you on bchalf of ayfclf and my fellow bers wes, 
about a hüte ban t, of owe own, Sir. 

Afan. Well, and what s it 7 


Carp. Why, we hope that youll: bu & red is 


to raile our wages, Su. 
Aon. Raiſe your wages * We bave made om 
higher alrcady than ever they wt ty be, 


Corp. That's truc, Sin; but then we have wn 
tunes more to do gow, thas we hid oven wn ans 
old maſter's time. We were wil wicet that 
things were to be put on quiic 4 di ein wing 
But where wy old maitcr had one hos, voy 345% 

ut. 
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half-a-ſcore. If it was not for us and the taylors, 
you might ſhut up the theatre. I wonder what 
is got into the gentlemen-managers now-a-days. 
It is juſt the ſame thing over the way too. And 
there's the comical genticman at the Wells. We 
thought he would have nothing but fun and jokes; 
but he is as full of fly-Haps and fomerſets, and 
trick upon trick, as if he had been born and bred 
a Harlequin. 3 


Serv. A gentleman deſires to ſpeak with you, Sir. 

Mean. Shew him into the parlour. 

Serv. You know there is a lady there, Sir. 

Aan. Into the little parlour. 

Serv. Two gentlemen have been ſpouting there 
this half-hour. 

Aon. Defire the gentleman to walk up then. 
Mr. Carpenter, I hall talk with you by-and-by. 
The company meets to-day, you know. I ſhall 
be at the theatre in a few minutes. 

2 — 
Enter Author. 


Author. Thave the honourto wait on you, Sir, with 
a tragi-comedy of the deith and baniſhment of 
Marcus Tullius Cecero. If you'll give me leave, 
n read it till you, Sir. 


Alon. 
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Afar. Excuſe me, Sir; | am garnentacly engag'd 
at preſent, and can acicther Ray w hear it, or fit 
down to peruſc ut. 

Auther. Can you breng it cot this Gon ? 

Man. Impotbble. 

Author. Will you buy it, and breng it ot at your 
ain time, Sir ? 

Afar. | had rather be excuſed, Sir. 

Axtbor. Ipreſanted you 2 piece for repreſentation 
haſt wenter. You fent me @ k-coaic cpeitlhe, 
importing that it was not calculated to fucced o 
the ſtage. Pray, Sir, what did you mean by at 
calculated to fucceed o the tage ? 

Afan. 1 mcant what I Gid, Sir. 

Auther. And what were the objacttions 7 
Aon. Many. 

Author. Pleaſe to re-ca-pi-wlatc hen 

Man. It is not in my power. 
Anther. How fo 7 

Aon. 1 have forgot the picce. 

Author. Zogns, Si 

Aon. Patience, good Sir! It is long time ago, 
conkder; and if 1 were to analize every picee I 
receive, I ſhould not have time to produce any. 
A general anfoer mult in general fuller. The 
judgment of managers may be fallible; bu pe- 
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rience proves that we oftener err in receiving, than 
id rejecting what is offered. 

Author. I have no fear of your rejacting my 
preſent production; but when it appears I muſt 
catreat that the author may be kept ſecret ; be- 
cduſe, ye ken, to be deronne'd an author, might be 
a diſgrace to my fa-mi-ly. 

Man. I had rather you would acknowledge the 
piece ; if it ſucceeds, fpite of your family, you 
come forth of courſe—if it fails, you tic perdue, 
and then the bantling is father'd upon me. 

Author. That is natural enough ; your fituation 
teaches you to expat it. What nobody claims, 
will of courſe be given to you ; for all waifs and 
ſtravs belong to the lord of the manor. | 

Mean. Oh, your compliment is too high flown, 
Sir !--but let the world lay them at my door 
with all my heart! The theatre is a Foundling- 
Hoſpital for wit—limited indeed—for we can no 
more take in all that are brought, than the other 
Foundling-Hoſpital. —But we receive all in our 
power.—Thoſc that are ſtill-born, the publick hears 
nothing of—of thoſe that are brought to light, 
many ſoon expire in conrulons—- Many more die 
of the rickets—Some, like puppies, have a blind 
nine days exiſtence—while others thrive, and 
prove an honour to their country 
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Arber. A decent bill of mortality! But w 
guard againſt accidents, | ſhould be obliged to you 
to give my play 2 touch or twa of your ain, Sir— 
Vf it lives, TU ſay very handfome things of you in 
the pre-face. 

Man. Yes, and if it fails, you will boy its deach 
x my door. —Bcheve me, Sir, there is no wit 
hke mother-wit ;; all advice and 2a&ftance, without 
2 fund of your own, would only raife 2 falſe credir, 
o bring on 2 heavier bankrupecy at kit. Bur 
when you have fuſficient rd in bank, draw 
anſwer your bills upon bght. 
Auther. I hope you nnderwrte my prefent 
draught, Sir ; 1 keave it with you for acceptance, 
and will call in 2 few days t@ fee ff it is goad, 
Your fervant, Sir ! 

Aon. Sir, your mot obedient. Who's there * 


Enter Servant. 
Wait on the gentleman. 
"Scruent gies bs the door with the Author, and returns... 
Serv. 1 am afraid you have forgot the hady a 
the parlour, Sir. 
Man. 1 beg the hdy's pardon. —Defice her tw 
walk up.—{Exit Sercant.)—Let me fee! what 
Vor. IV. 8 favs 
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favs my fnend's letter about her? Great incli- 


© nation for the ftage—pood education—comick 
talent - 2grecable figure” —— 
Enter Lady. 


Oh ! vour ſervant, madam -I underſtand, from 
my {rien !'s letter, that you have an inclination for 
the ſtape. 

Lady. I have, Sir. 

Man. Did you ever play any where, madam? 

Lady. Never, Hir. 

Aen. Arc vou prepared in any character? 

Lady. For any character you ſhall pleaſc to ap- 
point, Sir. 

Man. Well aid] you don't want ſpirits, however. 

Lady. I 1 tuppoſed 1 did, Sir, I ſhould not have 
thought or the itoge. 

Mon. Better and better But is there no par- 
ticul>r part, or fcene of any part, in which you 
have mac vev-{-lf perfect ? 

Lach. No particular ſcene or character has en- 
groticd my attentiom, I aſſure you, Sir. I am not 
fo narrou- minded. The drama in general has 
beer: niv aim. I have fecn a great many plays, am 
fond of ſeeing tcm — fond to diſtract ion ad- 
mire good actors, wherever I mcet with them 

Hugh 
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hugh at bad ones wherever | fe them aum 
to appear myſelf, that they may be oven with me 
one way or another. 
Alan. But don't the zpprebenfions of 2 publick 
appcarance frighten you 2 beak ee you no 

herle Gdgets, now, when you think of it 7 
Lady. Oh, yes! Fin Guntcr's beyond exprefiion. 
I have ten thouſand whims about it. Somenmes 
madam Vanity infpires me, and then © am» + very 
Quixote in petticoats.— Then again the bubble 
breaks, and 1 fear I hall expoſe pill There 
is not a new performer comes out, man or woman, 
but I run to fee them, and confider their receps 
tion as 4 Warning or cacouragement.—No matter 
where they act, —Drury-Lane, Covent-Garden, 
Haymarket, —common ſtrollers, or gentlemen and 
ladies for their diverbon, —it's all unc mw lf 
there is but a new performer, I am fore © be 
gratifned. And fuch fights have 1 en food wa 
at a play lait winter—it was Jane Shore—iuc car 
night only—for the benefis of 4 family in da 
—And 2 diſtreſt family the performers werr, wh 
a witneſs! The majority were forme of that 
unfortunate brothers of the fock and bun, 
who ramble about the country, aud act in humns 
and village ale-bouſes 3; but Jane Shove was, bs 
82 * 1 
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myſelf, a young lady—being the firſt time of ker 
appearing on any ſtage ! I ſhall never forget her 
I'll give you her picture, 

Man. I ſhall be obliged to you. 

Lady [repeats in a burleſque manner}. 

Man, the lawleſs libertine may rove, 

Free and unqueſtion'd thro? the wilds of love. 

But woman, &c. &. 

Man. Incomparable! Thank you, madam. I 


ſec you have ſome ſpeeches by heart, however, 


madam. 


Lady. Oh, ſeveral.— I doat upon any thing that's 
ridiculous. Do you ever go to the opera ? 

Luds, Well then-—the Opera—Operas, you 
know, are always in Italian: but a ſufficient quan- 
tity of Italian performers are not always imported: 
and then the deficiency muſt be ſupplicd with the 
natives of Great Britain—which indeed it hap- 
pens to be at preſent in ſuch a manner as fo- 
reigners can ſcarcely equal-but in general the 
Engliſh fiifineſs and reſerve on one hand, and the 
tramontane extravagance of the Italian on the 
other, make the moſt delightful mixture imaginable. 
The female forcigner ſpreads herſelf all abroad, 
and ſec tus to ſweep over the ſtage on the wings of 
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an eagle; while the latte cold Englith-woman 
Hands by, fix'd to one (pur, with her ume pinion'd 
and ſkewer'd to her dee, like @ fout ruff for 
the table. Both together they put me in mind of 
the live and dead bodies joincd to cach other by 
the tyrant in Drydeu's Virgt— But you halt judge 
for yourſelf, Sir. { Simgs „ Mai in. 
Alan. Theſe are admirable caricarures, | mat 
confeſs, madam. But could not you indulge me 

with ſomething of 2 more regulic pct vs * 
Lady. Oh, you would come aearcr home, Sor. 
We'll ery, irt and Grft FY give you @ tice from 
Arthurs Round Table. [ Song + 4nd rea ths. 
Mas. Admizablc ! | defiae no further ſpecimen 

of your abilities, made. | 
Lady. Specimen ! do you think © would come 
here prepared, as you call it, to ſpear 2 few works 
that I had been taught, like a parrot? No; | give 
you my wild notes, Sir. Every thing boots mance 
and private life are equal feenes of Rudy foo 2 
theatrical genius. As for ex.mple now ! | went the 
other day to drink tea with 2 ld from Edinb. oh, 
and found ber and her little fon, a boy of about 
{cven years old, quarreling, in droad etch, 5 ture 
2 room full of company. You fha't have them 
both, Sir. [ Speads in the Seatch G . 
8 3 Ire. 
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Man. Well, madam, I frankly own, that your 

talents appear to me to be promiſing. We are 
juſt upon the cve of opening our campaign. You 
are now at the drum-hcad : You have a mind to 
liſt ; I hall be glad of ſuch a recruit. Preſent pay, 
and good quarters! What ſay you, madam ? 
Lady. You were going to the theatre, I bear, 
Sir; let me ſee the infide of it, and once feel my- 
ſelf on the boards! if the fight of the ficld of action 
1 my courage, you may conſider me 

a gentlewoman-volunteer. 

Man. A bargain ! 

Lady. What will the town think of me ? I ſhall 
be ſadly mauled in the news papers. 

Alan. 1 was going to ſay, I almoſt hop'd you 
would, madam ; but if you are pras'd there, and 
no where clſe, good night to you !—How the town 
will reccive you, I cannot abſolutely ſay ; but of 
one thing I can afſure you——That however you 
may experience the ſeverity of individuals, in 
print, the publick, collected in the theatre, arc 
always candid and generous; and if they diſcern 
any merit in your performance, will be furs to gee 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE M. bmagindire of Mphere fir fug- 
gefted the wics of the Splocn, the Author of 
w hich has however deviated without Keel from 
bis admirable iin. The readers of the agaue> 
able effays vader the wake of the bikes, will ai 
diſcover forme waits of DOylky in thas wares 
deſc nption of Drugget's retioe ment, as well 44 wars 
features of Rubrick in bis character of Whankes, 
Any other glognangs, a the prokoguc acatly time 
them, | do not recollect, except that | have ee 
exhibaed a young Cantibrigian at Ne wangd act, wt 
one of the Numbers of the Conmuieus , ia 42nd 
Papers, as well a5 other populr ciliys, here we 
ſuburd villas of our citizens. —[t bas (1 aan raked} 
been aſſerted in one of our Al pointe ihe 
Ganetteer, or Garratcer—| forget the name ot 4 
—that for the idea of the Neo Pot | ain wade Dec 
to my deceaſed friend Boxxst esso. 
Nobody was more capable of giving excc/knr 
hines z there was nobody whoſe hats | would! nur 
readily have embraced, os more che Artuily ac now 
- — 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


ledged. But the aſſertion is totally falſe. It is not 
the firſt time that my cnemics have paid me a com- 
pliment they did not intend, by aſcribing my feeble 
productions to more eminent writers. I will en- 
deavour not to be vain of their cenſures 3 the” 
words of Terence on the occaſion : 


— Dd T1 dicunt MALEYOLI, bomines nobiles 
Em adjutare, aſſiducguc wna ſcribere - 

2 illi aldi vebemens ec exiftimant. 

Eam laudem hic ducit mani mam, cum illis placet, 
Qui wobis uni ue & populs placent, 


DEDICATION. 


DEDICATION 
To Im, SCHOMBERSG. 


My dear Friend, 
NA TURAMI intmners & fog, in equally the 

province of the dramanit zad phytcian; 
and could | trace the + wings of the human heart 
to the diforders of the body, I houkt, by more 
force of talent, fecure to myca reſpectable frac 
in the college. Even among rnguluns, there is 
often found A tuncture of cinpiric tm wwe unworthy 
ridicule ; for there are wo few who, like you, have 
honcſty and fortitude to conte the unpertection 
of art, and the uncertainty of Ken There isa 
quackery in letters and morals altos, x welt a in 
mcdicinc , but your knowkwdge aide} EXPENICuce, 
your humanity and goud ionic, ac not more 4 
tinguiſhing marks of your character, thas your 
ſoverergn contempt tor napor e Btwution. 
To this noble panne ie of aranacty, this wirgrey 
of heart, permit me to make an bumblu odenusg, 
and to feize this occabbun of publithag the faute 
gents of citecm aud aticction that | hare loag oa 
tertained for you, and with which I roman, 
My dear Sir, 

Your very iu 

E 4: vo NN, 
GEORGE COLMAXN. 
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Spoken by Mr. KISS. 
HO Prologues,now,as blackberries are plenty, 
And like them maukiſh too, nineteen in 
twenty 
Yet you will have them, when their date is o'er, 
And Prelaguc, Prolegue, fill your honours roar; 
"Till ſome ſuch diſmal phiz as mine comes on, 
Ladies and Gentlemen, indeed there's none, 
The Prologue, Author, Speaker, all arc dead and 
Theſe reaſons have ſome weight, and ſtop the rout : 
You clap—1 ſmirk—and thus go cringing out: 
While living call me, for your plcaſure uſe me 
Should I tip off —I hope you'll then excuſe me. 
So much for Prologucs—and now enter Farce 
Shall I a ſcene, I lately heard, rehearſe ? 
The Place, the Park; the Dramati: Perſone, 
Two female wits, with each a Macaroni. 
Prithee, lord Flimſcy, what's this thing at Drury ? 
ThisSplcen?—'tislow,damn'd low,ma'am,laflureye. 
Ce vrai, mi ur ve now feel no ſuch evil, 
Never arc haunted with 2 vapouriſh devil. © 
In pleaſure's round we whirl it from the brain, 
Yau rattle it away with ſeven's the main 
In upper life, we have no Spleen or gall ; 
And as for other life, —it is no life at all. 


What 
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What can | oy in our poor bard's behalf 7 
He hopes that wer life may make you laugh. * 
May not 2 trader who thall bufincts drop, 
Quitting at once his O- cc uten d hop, 


In fancy thro” 2 courſe of pleafures ran, 

Retiring to his feat at [fingron * 

And, of falic dreams of happens te bnarull, 

Be at his villa, miſerably dull 7 

Would not be Ifingron's inc wr forego, 

Could hc again be choak's in Burcher- Row ? 

ln hewing cloth renew bis former plcature, 

Surpaſs'd by none, but that of chepeng meatuce 7 

Ine matter of th4s op wo feeks repos, 

Soils of his deck in trade, his werte and poofe, 

H:s daggers, buikins, thunder, lightning, ad old 
clothes. 

Will he in rural fhades find cafe and quicr 7 

Oh no! He'll Sigh for Drury, aud Eck prace in 
ies. \ 

Nature of yore pc nd theo” human Lund, 

To Ew and miduile life he's now conta'd: 

"| wasthere the choice dramaciits have waghe ber, 

"was there More, there Jontoa, Shakefpewce, 
caught her : 

Then let our gleaning >ard with fafery come, 

To pick up raus, dropt from their harvett hume 
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Scuxt, « ft near St. . 


Merton alone), 

OW tedious is the tance, when expectation 
obliges us to mars. its progrets * Here have 
| been near an bour and an half, watching the cial 
of St. Paul's, and counting bo minute, in hopes 
of news from my Elizz. It is now almot noon; 
where can this raſcal of mine be loiterang /— Oh, 
here he is 6 


Fan 
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Enter Servant. 


Well, firrah ! what intelligence? 
Serv. A Gazette Extraordinary, Sir! I have been 
upon the ſcout ever fince they opened the ſhop 
windows, and I'm as full of news as the Morning 

Mer. Out with it! Where is my Eliza? 

$erv. In town, Sir. 

Mer. And her mother ? 

Serv. In town too, Sir. 

Aer. And her father ? 

Serv. Out of town, Sir. 

Aer. And I thought my Eliza was with him ? 

$-rv. So the was, Sir—Father and daughter 
both in the country—that is, if you call Iflington 
out of tou n. 

A. Whngron ? 

$erv. Yes, Sir, Ilington. Her FPS Mr. Ru- 
brick, has taken lodgings at Iflimgton-Spa for the 
ſummer, Sir; and madam Eliza attended him 
there, and is now returned to fetch Mrs. Rubrick 
from Patcrnoſter-Row, to join her huſband at 
Ji mpgrton. | 

Arr. How did you learn this? 

Cru. From your mcrry coutin, Mrs. Laetitia, 


Sur. 
Aﬀer. 
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Aer. Latitia ! where did you fee her ? 
Serv. At madam Hin, Sir. She faw me from 
all I have told you, charging me ts be fare, on ne 


count, to acquaint you with a word of it! 
[ erebly. 
Ar. No, to be fure — Excellent girt — Well; 
2way to my lodgings, 6rvah; nd wait for furrher 
orders. 


Serv. | am gone, Sir. [paing, re Bui 
here's a young lady in the cafe. 

Afer. And what then, Sir? 

Serv. Only have a care of the Police, Sic | don't 
make a Bow-fircet affair of a. Her ler is 2 
common-council-man too : He may tacc you be- 
fore the lord-mavor, or the btting abtermasn ; oo 
Serv. 1 am gone, | am gonc,, Sic. 2 
Afer. My Heeren 
is critical. Now, though o Rubrick has banathed 
me his houſe, could I buc conmive w get » fight 
of my mad-cap con Luis, he might perhaps 
be able to introduce me. Suppoſe 1 go and mean 
noitre a lie {[ gorng.)— Jack Ruboick ! 

Enter Ju, Rubrich. 

Tack Rub. 2 

Voz N. 1 
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and in London too ? My old friend and ſchool fel. 
low ! how do you ? Your hand, Tom ! I did not 
think you had been in our hemiſphere. A com- 
miſhon took you from us in the middle of Weſt. 
minſter college ; and how has it diſpoſed of you 
Gnce, Tom ? 

Mer. For three years, my dear Jack, I have 
been ſtationed at Gibraltar, from whence I have 
been returned, with the reſt of the regiment, little 
more than ſo many months. 

Fack Rub. So you have been ſludying the tac- 
ticks at the Hercules Pillars, while I have been 
cudgelling the mathematicks at Cambridge. How 
we diverge, like rays, from the ſame centre ! We 
walk through life together indecd, but ſeem hither- 
to, like parallel lincs, deſtincd never to mect. But 
I am heartily glad of this encounter. 

Aer. And I as heartily. —But by your boots and 
your language, Jack, I ſhould imagine you to be 
juſt freſh from the Univerſity. 

Fack Rub. You have hit it. I am fo—Not 
immediately though; for I flew of in a tangent, 
the beginning of laſt week, to Newmarket. It was 
the ſecond ſpring meeting; and I choſe to take 
the ſun's altitude on the courſe every day, make a 
few oblcrrations (during the beats) upon matter 
22d 
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and motion, with as many caleutnrioas, x» » it 
tery-office-kreper, on the dvetrme of chances. 
Afer. What » hard fradent? Bur was there good 
? 
—ͤ— 
ing of 2 common country v. They never bun 
of fport. It is off dnfneft at Newmarket, man ? 
Aer. Well, was the buſineſs good, then * 
Fact Rab. Many thought excellent ; bur it was 
quite in an inverſe vate i me, Tom | Frartore 
minus, | promiſe you. My quarters allowance, 
which I had juſt received at Lady-day, hiny 
gvineas !) gone. —Requced to fell my tte dance 
Phoſphores for thirty more f gone. And © was 
obliged to give a promitfory aver tor twenty more. 
— $0 that d. you understand algebra but Malt & 
well as I do, Tom, you will Gad, by all the powers 
of numbers, that | was juſt cighty gunces e 
Aer. Thirty, and thirty, and rwenty ? fourkore 
exactly, Jack! 1 hare juit © much acithacuct. 
Jack Rab. The odds were all bollew in my &@ 
vour too !— Were you ever at Newmarket ? 
Afr. Never. 
Jet Rub. Tu tcl} you then. —lt was 3 four-amile 
beat on the long courte—s match berwenn r. 
* gg 
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going off, they kept pretty even together ; Jubilee 
and Ducnna, Pantheon and Gabrielli, check by 
jowl, and formeda kind of parallclogram.—When 
they came to deſcribe a circle on the round courſe, 
you might have almoſt as ſoon have ſquared the 
circle, as have told which would be the winner. 
Then away they went, whip and ſpur, through the 
devil's ditch, like the devil himſciſ Coming up 
Choakjade, Pantheon lagged behind. Gabrielli, 
though ſome thought her touched in the wind, 
got a-head of the other two; and ſhe before, with 
Jubilee and Duenna abreaſt of each other, formed 
an equilateral triangle—A thouſand pounds to a 
 chinaorange on Gabriclli! when all of a ſudden, 
with a damned excentrick motion, ſhe made an 
acute angle on the wrong fide of the N — Jubilee 
ſtarted and ſtumbled; but, by the bye, I belicve his 
rider played booty—Ducnna won the ſtakes, and 
the knowing ones were all taken in. 
Mer. And poor Jack Rubrick into the bargain. 
Fack Rub, Poor indeed, Tom ! I diſcovered as 
abſolute a vacuum in my breeches-pockets, as in 
thoſc of a heathen philoſopher: I would fain have 
been among the red ribbands and black legs at 
Hell in the evening, and tried my luck with toſſing 
the cubes about—but not a Gngle guinea left to 
bribe 
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bribe my fortune, or take me of the courſe. By 
good luck, Frank Whip of Chkre-Halt was there, 
and being on 2 ſcheme to London, brought mc up 
to town in his phacton. 

. And what's your buſfinehs here, Jack ? 

Fack Rub. Partly to get 2 freſh recruit from Old 
Squarctocs. I might have made our a bit of man 
thematical books for 2 ſupply ; but, 25 the devil will 
have it, he ſells books himielf, you know; © 
there's no hopes in that quarter. Bus | was obliged 
to come up, in onder to attend the marnage of ay 
fer Eliza. | 

Afer. The marriage of your filter Eliza! 
whom, pray ? 

Fact Rab. To oli DOyley, the rich draper, 
that kept the three ſheep behind &. Clement's— 
did you never hear of bam ? 

Aﬀer. 1 have. But Eliza will never be his wile, 
Jack. 

Fack Rab. Ay, but the will though? He may 
like her, and the not like him, it s wwe, Toar. 
The:c may be all the powers of acrracton and > 
pulfon between them, perhaps. Bur they'll be 
married within theſe wa days, for all that, my 
friend. 

Mc. lnpodible. 


T. 3 Jack 
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Fack Rub. Impoſſible ! why fo, Tom ? 

Aer. Becauſe ſhe is married already. 

Fack Rub, The devil ſhe is ? That's ſolving the 
problem with a vengeance. But to whom ? 

Mer. Even to your old friend and ſchool-fellow ; 
to me, Jack. 

Fack Rub. To you? I am heartily glad of it. 
But Old Squaretoes knows nothing of this ? 

Aer. Not a ſyllable. 

Fack Rub. Nor my mother? 

Aer. Neither. The mere ſuſpicion of my fond- 
neſs, and conviction of my half-pay, has baniſhed 
me the houſe; and I am at this moment, rather 
in ambuſh, endeavouring to make an impreſhon. 

Fack Rub, And I will be your chief engineer, 
Tom. Come along! I'll introduce you. I am as 
happy at this intelligence, as if I had found 2 paſ- 
ſage to the North Pole, or diſcovered the longi- 
tude, —Come along with me! Never ſhall it be 
ſaid, if I can help it, that one old Weſtminſter de» 
ſerted another, Come along, Tom! [Aut. 


Scene changes to an apartment in the bouſe of 
Ar. Rubrich, Paternofler-Row. 

Maid and Mrs. Tabitha packing. 
Ars. Tab. Come, make haſte, Molly, make 
haſte ; my ſiſter will be here preſcatly. 


Maid. 
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Maid. Lord, I docs, mane. I makes ot the 
haſte as 1 can. Here's fuck 2 rumpes about my 
miſtreſs going out of town indecy | 

Ars. Tab. Well, well; 2 rolling fone's abrays 
bare of moſs, as you fay.—But have you corded 
the band-boxes ? 
Meaid. Ay, that 1 have ; there they ftand—all of 


2 row—piled one o'top o'Yother—more than they'll 
fin# into the feats, the boot, and the baiker, £ 


in the cloiſters of Chr: : 
Ars. Tab. Well, well; 2» fore's no fore, as 
and the cold chickens? and put up the see and 
cabbages, from the cellar in Honey-lane market ? 
Nothing like fre provifions in the country, you 
know. We mult fend them from London cvery 


day. They Man have them froth and fredh, I warm 
rant you- Are they all ready, Molly * 

Maid. Yes, yet, they are all ready nth, 
tongues, and cabbages, all ready, ma'am. Ab, | 
withes to Heaven as how my dear brother, ine 


ings all packed — 
— — up, ſiſter? —— _—_ 
coach and three — —— 

ö at the corner every 1 
e _— 

Rub. — | 
cordingly, — 2 "= 
— — . — 

_ — end of the R —— 
—— he's ſo ſauey — 
— ar. ts Pal ready too he won't wait 
ately th am; little miſs has been dreſt 

*＋ K — 
— — = = 
both, you know. Go, 2 fc be X 
—— 1 : 

* - 4 

palin. Here's ſuch a fuſs indeed ! 

— . „ 

houſe, jor Lens ld hp you 
Keep you, 
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the ſummer, let the proverd go 425 ut will, ät 
Tabby !—To be cooped up un the Row, et the 
ſmell of the printing-houle, and Dolly's beck teak, 
all the Dog-days ?—No, give me freth u, and lhng- 
ton — All the work! thut up ther boutes in Lon 
don at this time of the year, and refort ts the war 
tcring-places. | 

Ars. Tab. So much the worſe, ier Rubrick | 
I hare never 74/ericd out of the und of Buw-deil 
theſe fifty years—nor ever Ac ip Winter os 
ſummer, all's one to Tabitha fon And a © we 
watering-places, Fm told nobudy goes there, that 3 
fie to go any where clic. —Cripples, z harper ! 
phtificky old gent women, and irulicifome young 
ones! marned ladies that want chikliren, vamanncd 
Lies that want fweethearts, and gentiemen that 
want money ! Newgate out of ten, the Landen 
Hoſpital in the country, filter ! 

Ari. Rab. Never more miftaken in your life, 
filter Tabby ! There may be 2 licthe randal inducd; 
bet where there arc agrecable men, and handen 
women, that's always the caſe, you know. 

Ars. Tab. Ay, ay! handfome is as bandfome 
docs, as the old proverb goes. 


polite and agrecable. Aud then, the Spu | whe 
dr 
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Spa grows as genteel as Tunbridge, Brighthelm- 
ſtone, Southampton, or Margate.—Live in the 
moſt ſociable way upon carth—all the company 
and ſubſcriptions! Mrs. Jenkins of the Three 
Niue Balls, Mrs. Rummer and family from the 
King's Arms, and ſeveral other people of condi- 
tion to be there this ſcaſon! And then Eliza's 
wedding, you know; that was owing to the Spa, 
you know : Oh, the watering-places are the only 
places to get young women lovers and huſbands. 
Ars. Tab. Ay, they get lovicrs oftener than 
huſbands, I fear, fiſter. 

Ari. Rub. Never do you fear us, my dear 
Tabby ! If there ſhould be a little flirtation, pru- 
dence, prudence will prevent duels, or ſuch terrible 
conſequences; and as to gaming, I aſſure you, II 
never go above ſix- pence a rubber. 

Art. Tab. Ah, they never touched a card the 
whole year through, on this fide of the bar, in my 
time, except at the round table at Chriſtmas. 

Ars. Rub. In your time ! Lord, what ſignifies 
talking of your time ? You may as well expect St. 
Paul's clock to ſtand fill, as the faſhions not to 
alter. Times will change, ſiſter. 

Aſrs. Tab. So much the worſe, fiſter ! The fun 
riics 
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riſes and ſets, and makes 
our the four and !wenty 
—— 
a TS 
— — tber. Common-councth-mecn 
wigs, aldermen that — 
and deputics wy 
— — — 
—— 228. that uied w uu 
— Heile. or ſpend the fabdacd 
Bey —— — —— — 
. routs 
— bolome, falls hair, and falſe faces! 
not ſo in my time. No agodgas, 
Plummets of feathers in my ume, üer! ” 
Aﬀaid. The — Cheapide, 
——— — (— 
— maſs and Poll are in the coach 
_— thangs are all 2. 
4 ru be with them immediately. Eliza's 
wa — Woman <" —— 1 | 
her.) — — Molly / "_ 
_ wants maiter, ma'am—@ | have icne 
— forcman do ipcak to bhum— Mr. | 
— 
That's 
l. . that's i 
——— — 
ma! 
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man — Well, Heaven bleſs you, Tabby ! CA.] 
Come ! don't be uncaſy, though the family are at 
ſuch a difance! There's above forty coaches paſs 
within an hundred yards of the place every day, 
and you may hear of us every quarter of an hour, 

Mrs. Tab. Heaven ſend I hears no harm of you! 
No news is good news ſometimes, as the proverb 

Mrs. Rub. Well, but I muſt go now, Tabby ! 

Ars. Tab. And I'll go with you to the coach- 
door, ſince you muſt be gadding. Home's home, 
though never ſo homely ! 

Emer Folis. 
Oh!] here, ſpeak to the young man, Mr. Folio! 
| [ Exeunt women. 
Manent Clerk and Folis. 

Folis. Your pleaſure, Sir 

Clerk. A little buſineſs, Sir. A bill for two hun- 
dred, accepted by Mr. Rubrick, and become due 
this day, you ſee [Giving the bill. 
Folie. Let me ſee— Pleaſe to pay—wm— um—two 
hundred pound: um um Mr. T bomas Rubrich, 
Paternefler-Row— accepted T. R.—1 don't know 
what to ſay to this—I have no directions about it, 
and my maſter's at Spa. 

Clerk, The devil he is? then the bill will be 
noted, that's all—Spa indeed ! ©. 
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Ne. Nay, don't be © furious. He's only a 
Tunbridge- Wells. 
Clert. Lunbeidge- Well — The bill lics for pay- 
ment at Dollar's and Co. in Bircchia-kaanc, and if 
not taken up this altcrncon, will be prowtted.— 
Tunbridge quoth's ! who is ts wait, while your 
maſter is (cnt to forty miles of and back again ? 
Folie. Forty miles? "tis fearce half 2 mile. The 
New Tunbridge-Welk, Mingtog-Ops, you know. 


Enter Aipen. 

Oh, here's my maſter's kinſman, Mr. Abt. The 
OO lquabbliag! What's the Ates, 

Falis. Only a bill, Sir, become due twday, and 
preſented for payment—but my Ae Kt ws 
orders, and 1 don't know what w fix i its 

Aſpin. Ab, the old game '—t1 am wor ut ul furs 
prized at it; fach accidents happen crery day. 
And how ſhould u be otherwiſe ? Thi comes of 
two houſes, and tee occupations z & that be is 
never to be found at cither place, an tellows - 
gularly no buku-fs at alle 

Clerk, Well, you know where the bill lies; if 


$a. 


| Raub. You muſt let him know I came then, but 
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Fi. Oh, here is my maſter ! 
Enter Rubrich, baffily. 

Rub. Well, Folio; bas the gentleman been here 
that I was to meet between cleven and twelve ? 

Falis. Yes, Sir, and I told him you ſent word, 
you could not get from the country till one ; ſo he 
promiſed to call again, and I expect him every 
minute. 


was obliged to run out again directly to attend a 
ſale at the Globe, but hall be glad to ſee him at 
ſeven in the evening. [Going. 
Ain. Did you ever ſee ſuch a piece of quick- 
filver ? Hip, maſter Mercury! Halo, Rubrick ! 
Rab. [returning.) Ha! Mr. Aſpin, are you there? 
Aſpin. Yes, and another gentleman 's here, that 
has buſineſs of a little more conſequence. 
Rub. What buſineſs ? 
Clerk. Only a bill, Sir. [Preſenting it. 
Raub. [hooking at it.] Very true, very true ; here, 
Folio, take the young man into the compting- 
bouſe, and pay it immediately ! 
[Exennt Clerk and Falis. 
Well, kinſman ! [ts Aſþin.}—Oh, Folio! [Folio 
returns. ſend little Primer the ſhop-boy, to Pica 
the Printers, and defire em to let me have proofs 
——— A __——— 


IS 
1 GTONSPA. 
LF. returns. — oo 
— a 
—— — — 
| bottled the L,. [ Exit Palin.) 
Mſpin. "Zounds, i Nanu 00 
won't be well, ull —— — 
55 you hve n oac bout __ 
Ks 
| 4 io, Liakmnan ? you might 
5 — as welt 
lodgrags = trades, Mr. Afpu. ey 
ace une Me Kok, | cant 
” 2 
. = 
——ů— — See. But you? — 4” 
Ln ches as Argus, - 
LC CG 
1 — you have mc azt - 
like 2 fzail, with ——.—.— 
= — es 
- No on 
town Jack of all — , —.— 
— 
5 ' 
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nothing ! here and there and every where, and to 
be catched no where 

Rub. A man involved in a multiplicity of buſi- 
neſs, muſt have many engagements. As to books 
at one end of the ſhop, and medicines at the other, 
Apollo, you know, the patron of bookſellers, is 
the common god of phyũck and poetry: Beſides, 
fince the doctors are moſt of them turned authors, 
it is but proper that the bookſellers, to keep pace - 
with their principals, ſhould become a fort of 
apothecarics. But I ſhall be too late for the Globe: 
So your ſerrant ! LCS. 


Enter Mac-Hoof. 
Your pleaſure, Sir? 
Meac-H. Gin I ken rect, you're maiſter Rubrick, 
Sir! 


Rub. I am, Sir. 
Mac-H. May I crave the favour of a word wi 
you ? 


Rub. 1 was this moment going out, Sir. 
Mac-H. I ha ſome partiklar buſineſs. 
Rub. Have you? Well, then I attend you, Sir; 
and I'll ſend word tothe Globe that I can't come at all. 
Aſpia. I thought fo; laſt come firſt ſerved is your 
rele, I ſee. I have ſome particular buſineſs with 
you 
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you too; but TU tay till I can nail you down for 
two minutes to Hen to it. You ame fiuck round 
like the man in the Almanack : So good day ww 
you | Tü go and ſpeak to my go-daughter Eliza, 
and then call upon the old fool you mean w maic 
your forin-iaw. Good day i you | Ee. 


Manent Rubrich and Mac hef. 


Rab. And now what is your bulinets, Sic ? 

AMac-H. | wnderttond, ACT RAA, ihat vou 
deal in = and mediciacs, and that you blu! he 
Bible and cuſhion with the pettic cud mortas. | 
ha' not, like many others of my coontrymen, 
wrenen 2 %, but I ba” invunrcd a medicine. 

Rub. Did you rver ee phytick ? 

Mac-H. 1 ba” not neghatied the Rudy of phen- 
fick; I am wal md is Bmacken's Farricry, and 
Gebſon's Lreatiſe on the ie of Hors. 
Rab. Did you ever practice 7 
Aﬀac-H. Yes, by my faul, | practifed theee years 
weather in Lothan's dragecus, and cared whe 
borſes of aw the hook reeg ment. 

Rad. Dragoons | bortes! Wy this is alt fiomery. 
Afac-bd. Wah, Sin! 

Rab. Why, what the duvih, are you + farricr 7 
Wr 
Vet- N. . 
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Rab. A horſe-doftor ? 
Aac-H. Ta, a doctor of horſe. 
Rab. Well, but, doftor, bow ſhall I venture to 

ſell your medicine ? Why, this horſe-remedy will 

ſend my cuſtomers out of the world full-gallop. 

AMac-H. You are aw wrong. The animal c- 
nomy in the hooman ſpacies andequine is vary ſemi- 
lar—it's only the deefrence in the proportion o'the 
doſes. Yo' may larn fra' Horace, that they are 
not cncompatible—as he ſweetly ſaings—Hoo- 
MANO capiti ceruicem pactar EQUINAM. 

Rub. Well, if Horace ſays ſo— ut, doctor, I 
muſt go ſnacks, you know that. 

Mac-H. Tou ſhall ha five ſhellings i the poond. 

Rab. Five? I'll have half. —Tcn, doctor, or I 
don't touch it. 

Mac-H. You ſhall ha' three half-croons. 

Rub. Half! half. 
Mac-H, Ah! you're vary hard. You ſhall ha 

tan then. 

Rub. Well then, let me ſee! Ay, ſend me in 
fifty dozen of bottles, or powders, whichever it is, 
for a trial. They'll go among country chapmen. 
Ill adrertiſe it in my new paper immediately. 

Mac-H. You ſhall no' fail to ha” them. Your 
ſervant! LGS. 

| Rib. 
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Reb. Ob, but, dofior ! [ Ae Hh returns] 3 had 
forgot. What diſeaſes is your nofirum ts cure ? 

. -I. Haud you, haud you '—By N. Andrew, 
that's no Geght affair [ponfing.) What difaies 
you think the mot populu ? 

Rab. Doftor, your band! Now I fs you're a 
man of bufinefs. Let me fee | a good thing in the 
ſecret way now—and yet that brane is overoun. 
Drops, pilts, and clectuancs, uanumerabic | Whit 
ye thank of the nerves, doctor * Never ware won 
veus diſarders /o frequent, you know. —Aud then 
your name, doctor ? In drugs, as well as ducks, 
the author's name s oi no ul contcquence. 
Afoc-H. My name is Mac-Hood, Sir? 
Rub. Mac-toot ? Maic-Hoeot, ductes ? 

Mac-H. Doctor David Mac-Hood, Sir; and by 

lack celabrity. —1 b. gotten already 4 biplome tem 
St. Andrew's, and in a mail or wwe © expas an 
order from Sweden. 
Raub. Do you ? Why then A.- lee, 
er Swedes Balſam, hall be the wile of it. — A lucky 
chriſtening is more than bali the bartie, We'll g. 
in, and prepare the advertlement. 

Afac-H. Vas, we mun inveſtigate its xxcelient 
faculties—it may be c2w'd the Unrartal Ramedy, 

V 2 = 


. ws FI" "oY 


6 


add a ſmall note bene, that it's an infallible cure 
for corns. 

Rub. Ay, ay, Machoof”s Mixture, or Swedef” 
Balſam, ſhall cure every thing ; one thing as well 
as another, I warrant you. C 


n 


SCENE, the flelds near Iflington. 
Enter Merten, Jack Rubrick, and E 

| —_ 
LIL, but, Eliza! 
over already. Your lively couſin, Lætitia, is gone 
on before with Mr. Aſpin ; is in high ſpirits, and 
ſcems ſure of fucceſs in ber operations. What 
I folly eggeiacd of hom, being enjoined fhaveg, 
I ecll you plainly, I would not diſcloſe them. Bur 


' the ſulleſt confidence may be repoſed in ber friends 
Pr 
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Aer. Cruct Eliza ? 

Fact Rub. Cruct! Why fo, Tom? You we faſt 
married already, you know; and there is not 2 
on in Euclid more clear, than that when 
the parcnts in England can unmarry them. 
Eliza. Very wee; but be is always © diken- 
tented, fo unreaſonable ! 

Jack Rub. Nay, now | am furc you are marnice. 
Your ſcolding the poor man, when he i c i 
hang himſcif, is downngh: demonittranoa. 

Aer. Scold me, rate me, my dear Eliza, 
what you will with me | but, for Heaven's he, 
dcliver me as ſoon as poikble from this anzous 
Gtuation ; for I loag to chum you in the face of 
the world, and openly acknowledge you. 

Eliza. All in good time, Mr. Mcmron ; Lava 
has undertaken for us, has promifcd tw makc you 
align you 2 part in carrviag them uno cxoounun , 
1 mult inf an your waiting the refult of her 
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way about is the ſhorteſt 5 
— — 
—— — Spa! He is juſt retining 
= exerciſe, He is as regular as 
clock, as exaCt as 3 time-piece, and the good 
houſewives roaſt their meat by him. He enjoys 
the air of the New-Road every day, takes a whet | 
ä 
the heath, comes down Highgate-Hill, and ſo 
through Holloway, back to Iſlington. This is 
— — eng Would not one 
_ high road to matrimony, 
Eliza. Ah, graccleſs Come, Mr. Merton 
— * 
Oh, Eliza! [mocking him Oh, 
——U—U—U— — eng 
Tom | Intrigue is their province. You ſhall ad- 
mire the effect of their ſchemes, though (like the 
| powers of the magnet) you don't comprehend them 
and Ghall arrive as faſe and ſecure at the height of 
your wiſhes, as you go up a ſtaircaſe that hangs 
by geometry. Safe and ſecure, Tom; but ſtep by 


ſtep, Tom; — governed 
us, Tom ! * — 


Sceng 
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Scene changes ts DO + ladgings as [hingean-Spe. 
4 table, chairs, with beats, papers, 4 cafe of nedh- 
Enter D'Oyley in fpattorduher. 
D'Oyley. Something better for my ride, I think, 
and never, never able to diſcover what 3 the matter 
with me! I have taken my glaſs of water fnce | 
got of my hor, but i= frems © feet cold and 
heavy on my Romach. Suppoſe | fwung the leads, 
or ring the dumb bell, or take fifty runs in ay 
room, from North to South, 4 Dr. Quackly - 
reted me ! [Takes & u and 4 hath, and aps 
the table.) Let me fre! my ces are as yellow as 
ſaffron. [ Looking in the glaſs.) Jaumlice, jaundice | 
And then my tongue [ putting it aud. ] my wague 
is as white as milk, and loaded as thick as a curd! 
A bilious fever coming heigh hot Fi wke 2 
little of the faline— [going ts the caje of medicanss, 

Enter Ajpen. 
Hin. Ha ! old gallipet ! 

Do. Mr. Alpin 

Ajpin. What | quacking arch? Let the phials 
alone, man. You are uo more beck thas Fam 
Theſe arc all new fancies, taken up in the over 
U4 3 
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ing of your life; the twilight of the underſtand- 
ing; the mere effects of indolence and want of em- 
ployment. I don't remember that you ever felt, 
or fancied you felt, an hour's ilineſs, till you left 
the back St. Clement's. | 

D'Oyley. if I had not come from behind St. Cle» 
ment's, I ſhould have lain in St. Clement's Church- 
yard by this time, At a certain time of life, re- 
tirement from buſineſs, as well as air and exerciſe, 
are abſolutely neceflary, 

Aſpin. Air and exerciſc ! formerly you had not 
a ſingle complaint. Standing at the ſhop-door, and 
looking into the ſtreet, was air cnough; and 
opening bales of cloth ſuſkejzent cxerciſe ; but you | 
took leave of your buſineſs and good ſpirits ta- 
gether; and now your mind is over-run with 
vapours and megrims, that make you fancy your 
body ſwarms with diſorders. 
D'Oyley. Fancy ! why, if fancy would do the 
buſineſs, don't you think I had rather fancy myſelf 
in good health, Mr. Aſpin? 

Aſpin. No—you are fick by way of amuſement 
—melancholy, to keep up your fpirits—you are 

Dong. 1! why &'ye think ſo? 

Aſpin. I know fo. Tou have every ſympeom of it. 
D'. 
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DO. Symptoms ? Name them, | alesana 
ſymptoms. * 


Aſpin. Don't | know you weigh youriclf every 
day after dinner ? 


D'Oyley. To be fare. Why not ne the Race 
— — — 
Alpin? 

Ai ner —É— — 
by a flop- wech? 
D'Oyley. Granted. The pulſe can't be warched 
too minutely. 
Aſpin. And arc not you afraid of going out in 
an Eaft-Wind ? 
D'Oyley. All the world agrees, nothing is axoce 
redicial 
Aſpin. Except not going out at all, Were not 
you kept at home for three weeks at one time by 
an old ruſty weather-cock ? And acar 2 formight 
at another, when it was tied wp by me thook 
boys ? 
D' Oglry. Ridiculous ! 
2 
are not you going to be me! 
_ DOjly No great tjmprom of Spleen in thas, 
Mr. Aspen 

Aſpen. A very wockel fyaprom of folly and 

, 


Si 
Fg 
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weakneſs, Maſter D'Oyley! You are turned the 
corner of fifty; the is on the infide of twenty. 
What a proſpect of the comforts of matrimony ! 
Do you think ſuch a girl will much reliſh being 
turned into a nurſe ? Or do you fancy that your 
old St. Clement's foppery of a clean ſhirt, ſhining 
ſhoes, ſmug wig, and neatly-bruſhed coat, worn 
threadbare without 2 ſpot, will have ſufficicut 
Enter Servant. 


$erv. Dr. Anodyne, Sir, is in the rooms, and 
will wait on you preſently, if you arc at leiſure. 
D'Oyley. Oh, my beſt compliments to the doctor; 
I ſhall be very glad to fee him. [Exit Servant. 
Now, my dear friend, truce with your raillery, 
and give me leave to receive the doctor's viſit. 
Ain. Doctor Anodyne ! who is he ? I never 
heard of him ; he never attended you beſore. |, 
D'Oyley. No, he is a new phyſician; I don't 
think that any of the faculty have yet hit my caſc, 
and I wiſh to conſult Dr. Anodyne. He is but 
a young practitioner, it is true 3 yet, I am told, of 
great promiſe and extenſive practice ; though he 
is not long returned from abroad, and has but 
latcly attended the Spa. 
Ajpin. 
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Aﬀpin. A young wiſe and » young phylcant 
you are in a rare way, maſter D'Oyley. Doctor 
Anodyne | aye, be is one of thoie fuckng doctors, 
1 warrant you, that make up by infinuation and 
impudence for ther want of full ind cxpencnee, 
iceling the pulſes of oh Me, and owing cm 
ſelves into the good graces of dowagers; rolling 
ſucceed at St. James's 3; and killing Jews, when 
they are uot allowed to laughter Chnitians ;, un- 
ning down to Tuabrudge os Southamptusn, wacn 
they have ow — 

Do. For Heaven's fake ! he wilt hear you 7 
he'll be in the room, Mr. Alpen. 

Mp. Will he? then FU kane you a liade, FY 
take a turn or two in the walks, and then return to 
finiſh my lecture. To 2 man who bas been wfed 
all bis life to be buſy, caſe and undolence w 4 very 
hard taſk, maſter D'Oyley The mind of tired 
tradeſman often ſtagnates tor want of employment, 
and becomes as dull, dark and gloomy, as the in» 
fide of his hop on a Sunday. But take my ad 
vice, D'Oyley, and Tu do you more good than alt 
the dochors in Chrittendom. E. 

D'Oyley (alone), What coarſe, boliterous ipirts ! 
Health is a Gac thing, a very fine thing 5 bus 2 

Many 
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man, who has never known what it is to be'W, 
commonly ſeem to have neither nerves nor affec- 
tions. I long to fee the doctor “Let me fit and 
compoſe myſelf—What's here? [opening « book} 
„ Advice to the people in general with regard to 
© their health!“ Ay, Fill read a little This book 
e conſumptions.” [reading] . This diſeaſe generally 
begins with a dry cough, which often continues 
« for ſome months.” Hack, hack ! [half coughing} 
Yes, I have a dry cough, and have had for ſome 
months.—* If a diſpoſition [reading] to. ſickneſs 
« after cafing be excited by it, there is ſtill greater 
« reaſon to fear an approaching confumption.—” 
I was 6ck as a dog immediately after dinner yeſter- 
day—*® The patient is [reading] apt to be fad. —* 
Nobody ever ſo apt to be ſad, without any reaſon 
on earth, as Im“ There is generally {reading} 
« z quick, ſoſt, ſmall pulſe.” Tick, tick, tick ! 
[feeling bis pulſe] quick as lightning, very ſoft and 
— ä --O 2 ArY 
tack ! [ feeling again) Full? — like a drum, 
ready to burſt thro' my veins. —** Theſe are [read- 
« ing] the common ſymptoms of a beginning con- 
« ſumption.” —All which ſymptoms I feel. No- 
thing 
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thing but 2 proper regimen can keep ae cut 
us 

— auf —— — 
, of a droply. [reading] The i++ 
„ the tect 
— — — 

N moeming.* Ah | 
8 

ſwelling this moruing— That may be a very 
hay — er < In the evening {reading} 
Dre 
Wo 

] Seay! FU 

mg Sante} cb. 


Enter Rubrich [a printed paper in bis hand.) 


PIP !lan keenly gd o 

you, You are very good © call in wpenn 

poor fick man. This is kind of you. 

= Yes, I am in a great hurry 3 but I could 

— D 
partners in our intended now paper, at the 

Angel at Iington —How t you, Su? Did 

take the ſtomach-pills ? * 
Do. I ; but continuc 

ond as rather Garukent— 


Rub. 
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Raub. You ſhould have followed up the pills, 
with a doſe or two of the Corrective Elixir. 
D'Oyleg. I did fo. 

Rub. And how did it agree? 

D'Oylez. Weakened me moſt exceedingly. 
Rub. Then I muſt ſend you two or three bottles 
of the Reſtorative, with the next magazines. 

DOD. Do fo—But what paper is that, Mr. 
Rubrick ? 

Rub. A proof of our new paper—the firſt num- 
ber to be publiſhed the day after to-morrow—the 
Noon-Poſt ! 

Dog. The Noon-Poſt ? 

Rub. Yes, the Noon-Poſt—an excellent projet! 

—for it is the only time of day, you know, le 


ſerve: for an early morning-paper at the Weſt end 
of the town, and will come out juſt about Change 
hours in the Laſt —Then it will include all that 


has been in the morning-papers—play-bills, « 


cetera, without poſlbility of miſtake or deception, 
and will foreſtall all that is to be in the evening ones 
—80 that the Noan-Poft will be the only paper, 
juſtly calculated for the meridian of London 
But we'll deliver it without horns—horns may 
offend the people of quality, you know=— 

DOD. 
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Dohr. Well, 1 wiſh you joy and faccrfs, Mr. 
Rubrick.—But how is my Eliza ? 

Rab. Very well. She is juſt amived. You 
ſee her preſently. 

DOgley. And when we we = fix the happy 
day ? Ha, Mr. Rubrick ? 

Rub. Let me fee, ket me fre! How Grand my 
engagements ? (N gg 
This is my cating calendar, Mr. D'Oyley. 

D'Ogly. Don't kt ws drive it of wo owns 
zutumn ! for then my health will call me w Bach. 
— What ye think of next Tuckiay, for inftance 2? 

Rab. [ Locking at bis Almanact) Techkey, Jac 
11—the longeſt day, zl the erte night —, 
whamfical day for 2 marriage, Mr. DOyicy. 
DOygley. Welk—the Thurkiay after, then ? 
Rab. Thuckday? let me fee! [confiulting bis . 
dar) Thurfday 1 am cngaged i cat » buck with 
the proprietors of Lloyd's Chromcic, at the Lang 
Room in Hampſtead. 

D'Oyley. The Samurday following, then F* 

Rab. [ Still looking at bi: calender) Saturday, June 
15 —t0 feaſt on the Almanacks at Stationery” Hal! 
D'Oyley. Well—Meznd2y or Tacikday um the nexe 
week ? 

Rab. [Stall looking of 5; calender | Monday, the 
2 
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annual dinner of Turlington's Balſam, at the Star 

and Garter on Richmond-Hill ; and Tueſday, the 

meeting of the proprietors of Beaume de Vis, at the 

Packhorſe, on Turabam-Green. 

Dog. Pha! if you put it of in this manner, 

you'll get beyond the term of the contract. 

- Rub. Nay, never be impatient, ſon-in-law! we'll 

ſettle it for ſome day in the month. You'll have 
time, and time enough, I warrant you. The fair 


— for I have leſt a gentleman waiting for me below. 
I am to treat with him for a diſſertation on the 
virtucs of Iſlington-Spa; and to be concerned with 
him in a ſcheme for extracting falts from the New 
River; ſo your ſerrant, your ſervant ! good day to 
you ! CE Hi. 
D'Oyley {alone}. This man is fo haſty and vio- 
lent, be always flurrics my ſpirits. Stay! I bear 
the doctor No tis ſomebody clic—a gentleman 
to aſk for him, perhaps. 
Enter Letitia, as Dr. 4nicyne, dreſſed in an elegant 
fait of cloaths, with a bag-wig and fword. 
| Letitia. I came to receive your commands, Sir. 


D'Gyley. My commands, Sir | 
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Laetitia. If you ease. Let me have the bonour 


to feel your pulſe, Sir. [takes bus hand] 
amd into ptr — 
Sir !— Very well, very welt I fee how it is, az 
once, Sir '—Your appetite is good, and digettion 
— — fleep found, but refreſhment littie ; 
— great, but nerves weak ; and your whole 
D'Oyley. My cafe to 2 tittle! But you amaze me. 
gy you 2 phyſician, Sir ? 
_n Why ou you doubc it, 
DPO. By your gene and appearance, I maſt 
contcis, Sir, I Qhould rather have taken tor 
0 8 2 . 
— — Do you thank it necciury 
a phyſician to appear like an wadertaker Than 
Hemen, lem che GiBefthe frond, Sin, het made 
ic proper and faſkioncdlc in this country for 2 pby- 
fician to look like a gendieman. I have fem 
good deal of ume abroad, Sar; — 
pudding-Aecves, and t on white dag 
long words, and bag-wigs, Nr. 
DOyley. Al | fore coming pretty 
— — 
Irre 
Vor. IV. x” 8 Sir 
* 
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Sir, and I thought it right to adopt the modes, as 
well as ſcience, of the ſeveral countries I viſited; 
Formerly, the grave owls of the college, with their 
clouted cravats, hay-cock perukes, clouded canes, 
and bolus buttons, ſeemed tothink no man qualified 
to preſcribe a cathartick or emetick, that did not 
look as if he had juſt taken one himſelf. —And 
their practice was as abſurd, as their figures were 
ridiculous. 

D'Oyley. Indeed, doctor? 

.Letitia. Yes, indeed, Sir. A conſultation of 
mere home-bred phyſicians, is worſe than an epi- 
demick diſtemper. The plague, or the influenza, 
is nothing to it Lour caſe for inſtance! By your 
appearance, I ſhould judge your caſe to have been 
wholly miſtaken. It appears at firſt to have been 
merely nervous; but now, by improper manage- 
ment, it ſeems tending very faſt to epileptick, 
paralytick, and dropfical. 

D'Oyley. You frighten me. What courſe would 
you preſcribe, doctor? 
hitherto, Sir ? 

D'Oyley. I have been ordered to live very tem- 
perate, to ride every day, and to keep my ſpirits 
quiet and caſy. 

Lætitia. Ah! temperance, exerciſe, and peace 
| of 
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of mind! the old remedy, and 2 wonderful dit 
covery, to be fare * But your dict? Gize me the 
particulars. 

DOyley. Phin food, no wine, and no pickles. 

Laetitia. Wrong, wrong, all wrong! Your ren 
perament being wo low, nature plainly dint 
that you ſhould hve very high. A bouk of was 
would operate n the most excellent cordial, 4 
the ftimulation of pickles would boch create and 
ktrengrhen the zpperite. 

Dohr. Nothing can be more reaſonable. 1 
for drcakfaſt, a cheartul glafs for dinner, and make 
2 hearty ſupper. —How many grams of k may 
I put to an egg, doctor ? 

Laetitia. None. Eat falt in ao hape, walk Glt- 
meats ; but as much of thoſe a5 you pleae, Sir. 

D'Oyley. Meats falted, or fmoked, are what 3 
have been expreſaly forbid, doctor. 

Letitia. Not by me, Mr. D'Oyley. Contult 
your own underſtanding, Sir! How ſhould ſmoke, 
that preſerves a flitch of bacon, injure you? or 
ſalt, that keeps a ham from puerefaction, hurt the 
tone of your Romach ? Cookery indeed renders 
many things unwholeſome, that are not fo in them - 
ſelves How is your meat dreſt, Si; ? 

X 2 0.5. 


- 
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DOyle. Thoroughly done, always—for elſe, 
the doctors tell me, that the juices would nat 
aſhmilate. | 

Letitia. For which reaſon they leave the food 
without any juices at all. Without them, Sir, 
inſtead of beef or mutton, you might as well cat 
mahogany. In Abyſſinia, where a ſtate of nature 
prevails, 2 raw raſher from a live ox is wholeſome 
and delicious. Eat your meat as rare as poſſchle, 
Sir, and avoid bread as pernicious. 

D'Oyley. Pernicious, doctor I always underſtood 
bread to be the wholeſomeſt food in the world. 

Letitia. A vulgar error, Sir | Pap, mere pap, kills 
nine- tenths of the children that die in the Found- 
ling-Hoſpital. Bread and milk ſwell the bills of 
mortality. Bread induces a chachexy, and milk 
brings on an atrophy. The London milk too is 
nothing but 2 compoſition of chalk and rain-water, 
and the bread is all whitened with alum. 
D'Oyley. Mercy on me! I ſhall never dare to venture 
on a lice of bread and butter, or to put a ſpoonſul 
of cream in mytea again. —Raw fleſh, and no bread! 
— Why, theſe are wonderful diſcoveries, doftor. 

D'Oyley. I have imported a thoufand diſcoverics, 
Sir: It was I that firſt entertained the world with 
the agreeable ſight of people walking the ſtreets in 
the kcight of the ſmall-pox. , 
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Enter Ape, wh. 
Aſpin. Yes, it was you! You, dodior, that have 
broken the laws of focicty, diſturbed the peace ot 
a private family, and thrown the whole place wnw 
confuſion. | 


Laie. Sir! 

D'Oyley. What now? what's the matter, Mr. 
Alpin? | 
i The dert the matter. He has been 
feeling the pulſe of your wiſe that was w be, 
D'Oyley. 


Don. 1 don't vaderftand you. 

Ajpin. You are the only perſon in Iingron hat 
don't. It is the common topick of the Wells, thas 
there is too int an vaderſtanding ton Elks 
and this young practutioncr. 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. Rubrich. 


Rab. But have paticace, Mrs. Rubrick ' 
Ars. Rub. No, there is no bearing this, We 
ſhall be the hg of the whole place, the fubject 
of all the Spa-lampoons of the fraion ! 1 can't hand 
it, Mr. Rubrick; and have fence word to ihe Raw 
X 3 Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Tabiths. 


Oh, ſiſter Tabby! I am glad you are come. Did 
you ever hear of ſuch an affair, fiſter ? 

Mrs. Tab. Ay, ay; I told you bow it would 
be, ſooner or later, ſiſter. This comes of your 
travelling. This comes of your watering-places. 
The pitcher never goes ſo often to the well -i need 
ſay no more.—But come ; the hackney-coach, that 
brought me from the Row, is turned about, and is 
ready to carry the family back again. [Gorng. 
Rab. Stay, Mrs. Rubrick I ſtay, fiſter Tabitha ! 
I queſtion the truth of this ſtory. What ſignifies” 
an idle report ? are not there a thouſand things 
paragraphed for facts one day, and paragraphed for 
damned lies the very day after? 

Aſpin. Don't truſt to that, Mr. Rubrick The 
fact, I fear, is indiſputable. "The very maid whom 
they truſted has betrayed them, and confeſs'd that 
the Doctor there has more than once flept all night 
in your davghter's chamber. 

Rub. The devil! ; 

D'Osley. Ay, it's too plain! I ſhake as if I were 
in an aguez three months of the Cold Bath will 

Leatitia. Piha ! this is a mere Engliſh complaint. 

| | Abroad, 
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Abroad, no caſc is more common, of lets alarming 
u tet you right, I warrant you, Mr. D'Oyley ? 

Rab. Look ye, Mr. D'Ovicy, 1 Galt n&t on 
your fulfilling your contraft. The penalty, you 
know, is pretty conkderable—and | hope act to >< 
obliged, by force of law, to compel you © is. 

Doe. So; this affair will be the death of ic 
My hcalth depends on amy peace of munci ; amt that 
is fure of being deſtroyed, cither by # wiſe, or 4 
lav - ſuit. 


Enter Fact NK. 
Ja Rub. Where is this raſcal, thas pretends = 
have .ifhonoured my filter ? Fl drive him wo whe 
center! 
Lentz. My center is here, Sir. 


Enter Eliza and Merton. 

Afr. end Ari. Rib. Eliza! and Mr. Merton here | 

A. Yes, Sir; yes, madﬀum; Iam here: When 
Eliza's life, fortune, or reputation are in danger, it 
is impollible for me to keep at a diſtance. She 
now hes under a moſt vile and falſe calumasy, 
and he is a raſcal that dares aſſert or infinuare che 
contrary. 

Letutia. So fay I, Sir! Woe be to the man tha 
dares impeach her honour ! 1 have always been 4 
X 4 Hung 


N 
N 


4 — 
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ſtaunch friend to the ſex, and ſhall moſt certainly 
be true to this lady. 

true to myſelf, Sir.— 
Eliza. I have been more = ce 
me Mr. DOyley, there is mo truth im thi 

— miſs Eliza 

Joo much, I am afraid, 
—U—ék⁴ ͥ＋q — I 6 
= carneſtneſs now only ſerves to 
— — Sos 
23 beſt known _ 
ATC Nang 
i2n ! 

— — can you wonder at my 
heſitation, Mr. Rubrick ? 

Mer. For my part, romp ew rg 

1 

al on Tre th bebe, 
ok Sow — 2 IE 
of her hand imme ately, —What f 
Mr. and Mrs. 1 

” 1 confufion 

— = all diſtration!—As to your 
offer, deny ſomething handſome cuough—but 
Mr. D'Ovlcy's contra 


Do. 
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DOH. As to that, Mr. Rubrick, TU endeavour 
to make you cafy. For the fake of health, and 
happineſs, and peace of mind, © am content wn 
forfeit half the penalty, and to fertile is on the 
young couple. 


Afer. It is needicfs to fiz any 

Rub. How ? 0 

A. The ceremony is already over; we have 
been married theſe three weeks. And I confider 
the doctor as my beſt friend, in having been the 
means of obtaining your conſent w rmify cur 
union. 

Latitie. Yes, | am 3 faſt friend to all this good 
company, Mr. Rubnck. 

Rab. Friend! And pray who the devil ave you, 
friend? | | 

Afer. An old acquaintance of yours, I afarce 
you, Mr. Rubrick. 

Rab. An acquaintance of mine ? 

Letitie. Yes, Sir. Look me full in the face, 
and fee if you don't recolleft mc. 


Xa 
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. Rub. [Looking fledfaftly] Eh! let me fee! Why, 
. 


Hippocrates, by Jupiter! 4 

DO. What ! the d dor a woman ? Hare 1. 
becn bled, and bliſtered, and purged, and pickled, . 
by a female phyſician ? 

Letitia. Even fo, Sir !—A woman well known 
to your family, Mr. Rubrick.—And you muſt own, 
that I boaſt leſs than modern gallants 
are apt to do, and am more carcful of the honour of 
the ladies than gallants are apt to be, when I avow 
the charge of being my ſwect Eliz's bedicllow. 
_ Raub. So, ſo! Mr. Merton's couſin Lartuia ? 
Pin. Yes, Ltitia, Mr. Rubrick; and EI fairly 
own, that I joined with Mrs. Madcap there, and 
the reſt of the young folks, in concerting this 
ſcheme, to cure my friend IYOyley both of his 
and incliuation to matrimony z and by that 
means to reconcile you to your daughter and ſon- 
* Rub. Well, I forgive you. I forgive them too. 
I am fo picaicd with this unexpected turn, and 
this clcar proof of my daughter's innocence, that 
I can forgive any thing. Vil ſend a flaming para- 
grapb of their wedding to all the news- paper 
but the Noen-Poſt ſhall have the firſt of it. 


Afr. 
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Afss. Rub. Do you think I ought to forgive them 
too, filter Tabby ? 

„ Tab. Ay, ay; as well that ends well, 
fay I, fiſter Rubrik. 

Fack Rab. Why, here has been a change of 
ſyſtem, w be face, unt Tabuba. 

DO To compicte the change, kt me thaw 
in my new refolatzens. For your fake, mits Eliza, 
I hall hereafter wave ul thoughts of marnmony , 
and for yours, madam doctor, [> Lenus) | hail 
for the future, be more ident of d and 
phyſicians. Mr. Ruback mull henceforth expect 


my cuſtom for books, rather than medicmes ; or 


if he chuſcs to weave my tory and character u 
2 farce or a novel, I houkd be happy ow hear in 


aJorded an hour's entertainment, ami was repeated 


nightly, as A CUBE FOUR THE SPLEDN. 


EP1L0GU2, 


— 5 5 id. 4 * = # b * 2 g $9 f 1 » . Y * a 3 


E PI I O G u E 
Spoken by Mrs. Kixc, 

In the character of Dr. AxoDTxE. 

Female doctor, Birs |—and pray why- not ? 


Have you from Nature a ſole patent got? 
and 


Can you chain down experience, ſenſe, 
knowledge, 


(Like madmen in ſtrait waiſtcoats) to the college ? 
Let us preſcribe Dur wholeſome revolutions 
Iaveſt a ſemale with a reverend caſſock, 
What ſpruce divine would more become the haffock ? 
Or robe ber in a lawyet's gown and band, 
What judge ſo ſweet a pleader could withſtand ? 
Into St. Stephen's chapel let us go! 
What power our aye would have; what force our u 
Try us in all things—thetre are very few, 
We women could not do, as well as you. 

Shew me thro” all creation, thoſe who can, 
A ſiercer tyrant than the tyrant man. 
Lion to lioneſs is calm and civil, 
— 
In France, where politefſe ſhould rule the land, 
The ſceptre's wreited from a female hand. 

A ſpouſe 


EPILOGUE 


A ſpouſc in China keeps his brain from 
By crippling Dearec's feet to ſpoil ber gadding. 
While the grand Turk, lord of 2 vaſt feraghio, 
Warmsthe whole 
Here we're denied the privilege to think, 
And ſcarce allow'd the uſe of pen and unk. 
But mark your playhoulc wits, and fairly tell, 
If we poor women could not write 24 well: 
Yes, ladies, we beve written, and we will; 
No lords, alive or dead, ſhall op our quill. 
Break down the fences of 2 partial tribe, 
And let «: too preach, counſel and pecicribe ! 
Firm 25 Rome's matrons, bold as dames of Sparta, 
| Let Egli women form 2 female Magus Chats, 
Aﬀert your rights, you muit command tuccels, 
And make King Joha lubaut its dave Queen N 
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OCCASIONAL PRELUDE, 
PERFORMED AT THE CFENING 


G@F THE 


THEATRE.ROY AL, DRURY-LANE, 
On the Twonty-firft of September, 1776. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE following late Piece was written 2t 

the requelt of Mr. Sus Aix, who thought 
that whatever was faid of the late manager, or of 
his ſucceſſors, would come with 2 better grace 
from a third perſon than from the parties con- 
cerned. I am happy to have had it in my power 
to oblige him ; and heartily wich that the candour 
and indulgence, which the publick bare Ghewn w 
theſe ſcenes, may prove 2 prelude to the fuceets 
of his ſuperior abilities to carertain them. Ms 
laurels being yet green from the fog of the 
Dorus, revived in my mand the wica of wn 
characters, Crotchet and Sic Dulcimer Dumnder, 
which ut ts well known that | bat in cumremplancn 
about twelve years ago, aud which were then in- 
tended to ferve as an iniroduttion ww 4 comiehk 
opera, "The thought propokcd foe the fibjcct- 
matter of the Frage, was kindly worked wp by 
a friend, who defred © remain corccnied, 
but whoſe fille and manner are two Frailiar tw 
the tage, not to betray bias to the publich, who 
will doubticf> be pleated to fre bin ditpoted, cron 
In ls 19”LITMRER, c contri tc to their ae 
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CHARACTERS. 


Darin, 

Mrs. Dairrisc, 
Miſs Dz1yrinG, 
Fouxxow, 

Mrs. Fuzxzow, 
Franx Furrow, 
Sa1LOF, 

Doxr, 

PuELI1N, 
CaTCALlLi, 
CrnoTcHeET, 

Miſs QUaver, 
Sir DUuLc1nEr DUxDER, 
MEezzETIN, 
SPRIGHTLY, 
Musiciax, 
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AN OCCASIONAL PRELUDE. 


Scexe, The playhouſe-paſſuge—the danars juſt wen 
— various people going ts the fiay——Coachmen, 
Chairmen, Conftablc:, Frut-wrmen, Fc. attenun 
ing 4s uſual. 

Frut-woman. 
H'A fome nonparcils! ch's fome fruit, your 
honour f—2a bill of the play )—make foe 
fruit—you'll be very dry in the houſe, Siz—a hut 
of the play ! 

Lad. Here —let's fee your bill, and 6x-penn'cmnh 

of apples— tates bill and fruit.) bs this the way tw 

the gallery ? 

Fruit-weaman. Up thoſe fteps, Sir—bicks your 
honour Lait Lad.) ch'. fome nonparcils '—4 bull 
of the play ! 


12 ZL 
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Enter Mr. and Mrs. and little Miſs Dripping. 


Ars. Drip. Lord, lord! I am in a monſtrous 
heat, Mr. Dripping! ſuch a long walk, all the way 
from Candlewick-ward ! and then, my dear, your 
coat's quite ſpoil'd, and the child's flip all fplaſh'd 
by the hackney-coaches—here, let me ſet you to 
rights, Betſcy, before you go among the company. 

Vi Drip. (while Mrs. Drip. is ſettling ler.] 
Dear me! what a ſweet place this is! Are the 
Actors all alive, papa? 

Drip. Alive ! ay, alive and merry, I warrant you. 

Miſ Drip. And ſhall we fee Punch, papa? | 

Drip. No, there's no Punch here, child ; Punch 
is entirely engaged in the country. | 
Ars. Drip. Nay, nay, don't ſtand prating here, 
Mr. Dripping ; we ſhall have loſt the firſt row in 
the gallery. Come along, child ; come along, Mr. 
Dripping ! [Exeunt Drigg ings. 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. Furrow, and Frank Farrow. 


Frank. Lord, feather! bow grand they hare 
made the outſide of the ſhow-place ! It's finer than 
our new Town-houſc; lately built for their worſkips 
at ſeſſions, and the judges at ſizes. 

Ars. Fur. But, Mr. Furrow ! 

Fer. 
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Fur. What Ce fay, love ? 
Mrs. Fur. Sha'n't we fee the finart, handfome 


young fellow, that did Romeor at our town, in July, 


among the player-men ? 
Fur. Sec him, love ? Thou may't fee him, and 


member for our town, who makes fuch plaguy loog- 
winded ſpeeches at the Raven, and our bait Ooh" 
country, all ſfummcr—all winter th" parkament» 


Furrow ! A plaguy pickpocket place, this Game 
play-bouſe, I prumafe you. . 


Y 3 Emer 
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Enter Sailor and Doxy, arm-in-arm. 
Sailer. Come along, Moll! ſtreamers waving, 
and colours flying ! come along, girl! away to the 
launch of Old Drury ! The veſſel has been careened 
and refitted, and a ſtout crew on board, I hear— 
but they have loſt their old gallant commander— 
Davy for ever! Davy for ever! I wiſh the new 
Jacks 2 fair wind, however—give them ſca-room 
cnough, and | 
Fruit-woman. Ch'a ſome nonpareils ! a bill of the 
play, ma'am ! 
Dexy. Oh, I muſt have ſome fruit, Jack. How 
do you ſell them, miſtreſs ? 
Fruit-woman. Six for a 
Cailar. ark ce, Moll! don't you be flowing too 
much ſour-crout aboard—it will give you the cho- 
lick, mayhap. Let's ſce, ſweetheart ! one, two, 
thrce—damme, what fignifics reckoning ? Here's a 
full night's pay or you, and we'll ſeize the whole 
cargo [takes the baſket}. Come along, Moll! Davy 
for ever! 


Britons ſtrike home, &c. 
[Exit with Dexy, recling and fonging. 
Phelim cr. ing the flage. 


Phelim. Oh, by St. Patrick, 1 am afraid Tl be 
too 
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too late—the houſe was full before the doors were 

open, 224 

Catcall [behind]. Pheliaa | hola! Phelim! 
. 


Enter Catca!!. 
Phelim. Oh! is it you, maſter Carcall? © am 
glad to fee you—that is, Tu be glad another nme, 
d'ye fee—but I'm going to the play this moment, 
becaſe I know it is tos ke, and FE not be able i 
get in; fo 1 can't tay to ſpake to you now, wakts 
you'll come along with me, honey | 

Catcall. Stay z don't be in fuch 2 harry, Phelion 
— you're in very good tme—there will be rom 
enough, | promaſc you. 

Phelim. "Vo be fare | don't know biner, honey * 
Haven't I taken places, when they were not whe 
had, no more than 2 place at coort * and haven't I 
ſtood here in the anti=<chamber, on the outhde of 
the houſe, among all the dear cratures, ſqueenng 
tearing of capuchins, and braking of lige, aud all 
the ſport in nature, honey ? 

Catcall. Ay, ay ; that was formely; but the caſe 
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Catcal!, Oh, the Comick Mirror is broke to 
pieces; that's all, Phelim It uſed to ſhew the 
figure of one manager z but now the fragments 
reflect half a ſcore. 

Phelim. Mirror—and fragments? dibble burn 
me if I underitand a word that you fay, my dear. 

Catcall, Roſcius is departed.—The little man 
has left the houſe—It uſed to be full in his time, 
at is true, Phelim, full as an egg—but he is gone 
off with the meat, and a whole crew of new ma- 
nagers are putting to ſea in the egg-ſhell. 

Phelim. Oh, a mighty pliſant voyage! good luck 
to em 

Catcall. Poor devils! what will they do? Not 
get half per cent. for their money—not ſalt to their 
porridge. Let me ſee -u ho are they ? 2 poct—a 
compoſer of muſick—2 practitioner in—W hat 2 
medley! Ah, little David! 


—-- Ah, woe is me! 
To ſee what I have ſeen, ſce what I fee ! 


Phe/im. Why, what the divel ſhould you ſee, 
but what you ds ice? Now, by my fowle, I am 


glad he is gone. 
Caical!, Glad! 


Plelim, 


Phelim. To be fure Iam glad. New Broms, you 
know—befides, | intind to go upon the tage myte ü. 

Catcall ( laughing}, Well, that you might have 
done betore, Pheiim. 

Phelim. Oh, no fuch thing, my dear: The lintle 
man was fo grate himfeif, there was uo room for 
any body clie—there is room for janius now. 

Catcall. Tes, more room than company, per- 
haps. But, go upon the Rage? are you ſerious ? 

L. 
Phelim. Why, where is the joke * What fhould 


Phelum. Oh, the broguc's nothing at all, ay dear. 
It's very will known that nobody fpakes Englith 
will as your Irimmen—ccpt the Scotch, indeed. 

Catcall. Rather late, at your time of like, for 
the lage, however. Conse your age, Pholian. 

Piu. My age | ob, the oulder the diner, boy. 
Don't all your ould actors play the young pars # 
and how can your young fellows have bad any 
expenence ? 

Catcall. Can you boat of any? 

Phalim. Boaſt? to be fare © can't boaſt? @ he 
ſure I haven't a Shakcipeare in my pocket here. 

Coalemdel. 
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Catcall. Why, have you? 
Plalim. Oh, yes—he always fleeps with me by 
day and by night. Sce here! [Producing @ book. 
Catcall. You're a magazine of literature 
——— hr 
im. A park circulating ! 
— — 
ſpache, extimpore, as well as if I had ſtudied it. 
Let's fee now! [opening the beck }-— Richard the 
Second C reading. ſirſt, ſecond, third or fourth, 
"tis all one to Phelim—Richard the Second, [ reading.) 
—ay, well--ſo much the bitter—we have been 
boddered ſo long with Richard the Third, you know. 
Nor wc'll ſkew littlc Roſcius the difference. 
[Roads with a brogue. 


&«& As in a theatre the eyes of min, 
& Aftcr a well-grac'd aQor laves the ſtage, 
& Arc idly bint on him that inters next 


Oh, the devil! this paſſage is rather mal-a-propei— 
[pris u the book.) —But Fi make the folks hare 
me, and luck at me too, I warrant you-——here's 2 
fine figure, honey! none of your little whipper- 
ſnapper Lilliputians—ate up with the gout and 
the rheumatis—but tall cnough for an Iriſh brigade, 
and ſtrong enough to carry a chair, 

| Catcell. 


Catcall. Well | if you ace refolved on the Rage, 

Pb. Ae. Oh, an Infbuia weve. wants fupporters, 
man. 

Catcall. Yes; we mult recommend you w the 
managers, make 2 party with the audience, and 
puff you in the papers, You halt have alt ay an 
tereſt both behi d the curtun and before u. 

Phelim. Oh * It laue Fachs alkane for he 

curtains, honey ! 

* Catcall. Nothing t© be done without fuck 2 
friend as I, heim — Phe town knows mc well 
cnough, and fo do the managers ; | give them 4 
ticus in the Chronicle, the Aru in the Pod. 
the Elephant in the Packet, the Drury-Lane thao, 
and Covent-Garden Cricket, —abb mine, cum“ 

Phelim. Whew | Twe Gigs fat upon three bigs? 
Why, your cruuck's a parkct caterpillar ? 

Catcall, Yes; and my friend Cromcher, the 
author too, who is now writing for the bouſk, 
ſhall introduce you to the maitagers, and give you 
ſome inſtructions; for, you muit know, bc reckons 
himſclf 2 better actor than any on the Rage. As 
to the publick, T4 let them know what w think 
of you. Crotchet lodges un this agb 
never mind going to the play—it will nor be 

e 
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worth while, I promiſe you; ſo keep your money 
in your pocket, and come along with me to Mr. 
Crotchet's. | 
Phelim, By my ſowie and I will; I am much 
obliged to you for Mr. Crotchet, and I ſhall be tree 
ſhillings the bitter ſor you to my dying-day, my dear. 
Carus changes ts Mr. Cratchet's, Crotchet at bis 
barpfichord, accompanying Miſs Quaver. 
A I R., by Miſs Never. 
Bualche d mere. Piccini. 


The realms of Drury 
Cannot procure ye 
So great a fury 
As Nelly Jones : 
For if you ſue her, 
And make love to her, 
Howe'er you wooe her, 
She'll break your bones. 

Cratchet Tafter the air}, Very well, my dear; 
very well indeed! an agreeable manner, and fine 
tones ! I'll recommend you in the Rirongeſt terms 
to the new managers; you ſhall certainly be en- 
gazed at a handſome ſalary, and play a capital part 
in my new Opera. 

V Puever, Tou arc cry good, Mr. Crotchet z 

and 


and 1 ſhall think myfelf infiaiccly obliged w you 
tor your kiadacts. 

9 Not at all, my dear; one een 
brings on another z it will be in your power 
ſucw me 2 few line civilicies in turn. You war 
derſtand me, my love! And I make no duubs bus 
our acquaintin-c will be mutually agreeable. 
(Smiles, chuck; ber under the ching and tefſes her hand. 

Eur Cucall and PN. 


Phelim. Oh, lit's go back zs fat s we came, 
friad! Don't you ke we hall interoupe the jon 
tleman ? 

Cratchet. Not in the haft: Pray walt in, gems 
tlemen ! Mr. Cc, 1 ocjoice w he wn. Heme 
| the honour of kae ing this genieman ? a fried 
of yours, I fappoſe, Mr. Caicn |? 

Catcall He is, Sir, and crmromety ambitions of 
your frecaditup and a<quiiotiace. Ms. Coucs ker | 
Mr. Pacha“ [ betradin ing eas ts wich coho. 

Cratchet [ tating Phelins 3; the hand". Si, 1 Gait 
be happy to be kwown, Sis, w any fricand, Sic, of 
my friend Mr. Cacalls, S475 and I Gall be proud 
to ferve you, dir! 

(Gan, by wy iy wy yo Gn 


to farvice, by my fowl you ans ty LSVice 
named lx. 9 


G0 
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* Crotchat, How can I be of uſe to you, Sir? 

Catcall. Mr. Phelim hopes for your intereſt with 
the new managers of the theatre, Sir. 

Cretchet. In what line, Sir? as an author? oro—— 
Catcall. He flatters bimſclf he has ſome talents 
for aQing. 

Phelim. You may ſay that ; I do flatter myſelf. 

Crotchet. Talents for ating ?—Lack-a-day, 
gentlemen ! adding—acling's all over now. 

Phelim. The divil it is What, is the playhouſe 
burnt down, or ſhut up, then ? 

Cretchet. No—but plays are worn out, Sir. Ot- 
ways a rag, Jonſon obſolete, and Shakeſpeare 
worn threadbare. Plays !—plays might do well 
enough formerly indeed ; but quite out of fathion 
now, Sir. Plays and little Roſcius left the Rage 
together, Sir! | 

Phelim, What will the ſtage do then? 

Cretchet. Do ?— Muſical picces, to be ſure— 
Opcras, Sir—our only dependance now.—We 
have nothing for it now but wind, wire, roſin and 
catgut. This is the thing—this is the thing 
[thrumming on the harpſichord) Have you any voice? 
Can you ſing, Sir? 

Phbalim. Voice! Oh, by my ſowle, voice enough 
to be heard acroſs the Channel, from the Gate or 


the Hid, to ould Dublin ;—And then I caa fing, 
Arab 


Arrah my Judy, 4rrah my Tracy ad the bil 
howl— Hubbaub-o-dos ' [bow ltng h, uw woult is 
your heart good to hear ut 
Cratichet. Shoukd be glad of that pleaſure, Sirs 
2 little ſong now, by way of ipeciacn ! 

Phelim. Oh, you're as welgome as the flowers 


in May, my jewel. Hia ! bins! (L 
Cratchet. Well, Sir, that may do very well, ins 
troduced into 2 Comick Opera. 


Phelim. An lib in an Opera! Oh, my dear! 
Cratchet. And why not, Sir — Qperas acc the 
drama is too flat, Sic. Common dialogue is 4 dry 
imitation of nature, as infipid as real conrerin 
tion z but in au opera, the dialogue is refrethol by 
an air every inſtunt.— [wo gentlemen meet wu he 
Park, for example, admire the place and the wer 
ther; and after a ſpecch or two the orcheitrs rake 
their cue, the mubick trikes up, one of the <hummn 
ters takes 2 gentecl turn or two on the tage, 4 
When the breezes 
Fan the weewes, 

Fragrant gales 
The dreath inhules, 
[Singing and waiting, a; dejer ileu ins bus boon s, 


72 —— 2 


* 
* 
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Pbelia. Oh ! theſe airs are mighty refreſhing 
indeed, as you ſay. 

Cratchet. No other chance for ſucceſs now, I 
promiſe you, Sir.— Ihe managers know that well 
cnough—they know bow many thouſand pounds 
were got laſt year by the Highland Laddy, and 
Gramachric, bir Yma-n-2-{quavering] And lovers 
in the young \—that's the mark, Sir. 

Catcall, I am glad to hear we are to have au 
Opera oi yours, Mr. Crotchet, this ſcaſou. 

Crach:t. You are, Sir; and I have got the 
Gneſt unnatus al thought for it —— 

Catcal/, Natural, you mean, Mr. Crotchet. | 
Cretchet, Natural? I thought you knew better, 
Mr. Catcall. Nature has nothing to do with an 
Opcra—nor with the ſtage neither, now little 
Roſcius has left it—we ſhall go quite upon another 
plan now, Sir.— What do you thiak 1 call my 

Opera ? 

Catcall. Can't gueſs. 

Phelim. Nothing in nature, to be ſure, my jewel. 

Cratchet. No, Sir; IT reverſc nature. My Opera 
is calcd, Sir, is callub———= 

Phelim, Ou] it 2 —— I 
wiſh it was coming. 

Crotchet, It is called then, 81 
Phelim. Arrah, what ? 


C/ otchet. 


Cretchet. Topiy-rurvy. 
Pais. The wrong kc uppermoit ? 
Cretchet. Yes, Su—Topty-rurvy—tihat's the nie 
of it—the ſcene, an illand n the Anaupodes, wacre 
the women arc paramount, and the men are wu 
ſubjection.— The ladies judge, hgh, fweas, drunk, 
ravidh, &f caters; and the gentlemen knit, pun, 
ſcold, pont, and fo forth. Ar the opening of the 
piece, after a foft overture, the cumin nies wo 4 
muſick, the Lady-Chancellor and the Fickt- Macthet 
being juſt drought to-. vpou wha  — 


Enter Sorvant. 


Servans. Sic Dulcimer Duaer devices tw ke you, 
Sir. 

Cretchet. Defice Sis Dulcimes w walk up. 

{ £444 Sarvand. 

Catcall. Sis Dulcimer Dunder | te & 2 great 
connoific ur in mul k—is not be? 
Crutcher. He is—but as deat as 3 pot 
P.. Puy be is not blind, that he might be 
2 conngfare in pick ures wo. 

Cratchet. Oh, as te that, Sig—bur he's here. 

Phelim. Say no more, then—walls may have 
cars, you know. 


Vor. Iv. Z £ wer 
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Enter Sir Dulcimer Dunder. 

Crotchet. Sir Dulcimer, I am happy to have the 
honour of ſceing you. 

Sir Dulc. Your ſervant, Mr. Crotchet ; gentle- 
men, your ſervant. They tell me, Mr. Crotchet, 
there is ſome mighty pretty muſick in your new 
Opera—1 ſhould be glad to hear ſome of it. 
Phelim. 1 belave you'd be glad to hare any thing. 
—Pray now, Sir Dulcimer, will you give me 
Lve to ax you a little quiſtion ? 

Sir Dulc. Sir? 

Phelim. Will you give me lave to ax n = 
quiſtion ? [bewling. 

Sir Dulc. Stay, Sir, one moment, if you pleaſc 
—{ produces a hearing-trumpet, and applies it to bis 
ear.})—Now, Sir !—what were you ſaying, Sir? 
Phelim. What the divil! am I to talk into that 
Faucepan ? 

Cratchet. Sir Dulcimer never converſes without 
it. "Tis his conſtant companion. 

Catcall. A very neceſſary Vade Mecum, you ſce. 

Sir Dulc. [to Phelim) What was it you were 
ſaying, Sir ? 

Phan. May 1 be fo bould « to nx you, Sir 
Dulcimer, how you came to be ſo fond of mufick, 
when you are ſo hard of haring, Sir 

* a Sir Dulc. 
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| Sir D. Oh, there's nothing at all cammor- 
dinary in that, Sur. 

Phelim. "The divil there inn't * 

Sir Dai. Nothing at all, Sion © @ mighty 
common thing for deaf perious to gan the power 
of hearing by what ftuns ccher people. Lady 
Towzer, for initaace—you know lady Tower * 

Phealim. | have bard of fuch a lady. 

Sir Dui. Well, hdy Towzer could never hear 
but in 2 mall. The dack of common convertatzon 
made no fort of impreffien on ber. And bad 
new houſe over-againt 2 irunk-maker, and woat 
door to 2 pewter. 

Nui. An agreeable n<ightourhood ! 

Sir Dale. And 4, Sir, that can ame hear the 
guns at the Tower, without the belp of ths 
trumpet, aways put it wp at & Concert. 

Phelim. With or without "tis all the Game thing, 
|] ſuppoſc. 

SL. Daic. Handel's thunder Grikes wpon the 
nerve like ek Cn i the aar-pucrang 5&7 faves 
for a ſyringe nav, | Gould not lofe 2 Logic um 
 (emi-quarer of 2 fab on the tant Nies, 
Sir, musck plays on the down of ny car, bis the 
wind on an Aoban harp, tir. 

£ 2 65 
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Pbelim. By my ſowle, Sir Dulcimer, if that was 
my caſe now, I would have a barrel of muſick al- 
ways before me—or I would live in an organ 
or take lodgings in a baſs-viol. 

Crotchet. Sir Dulcimer has a very nice car for 
mulick, I promiſe you. 

Sir Dulc. Mr. Crotchet, have you adapted Sir 
John Suckling's words to the tune I compoſed for 


your opera ? 
Cratchet. I have, Sir Dulcimer. 


Sir Dulc. This lady fings, I ſuppoſe. She'll be 
fo good as to favour us with it —Now you ſhall 
ſee, Mr. Phelim ! [ Putting up bis trumpet. 

Crotchet. Come, Miſs Quaver ! 

Miſs Duaver. Lord, I can't fing his frightful 
tune, Sir—but the words will go very well to 
another—and I dare ſay he won't know the dif- 
ference. 
[Sings, and Sir Dulcimer affes te beat time. 


AIX. 


AIX 
La Schiavetts. Piccans. 
The words altered frem Sie di 
I. 
When your paſſion you'd difcover, 
Why fo pale and wan, foud lower * 
Prichee, tell me, why & pate ? 
Ab, fordear, forbcar to ane ber * 
If your looking well, won't e ber, 
Will your looking ill prevail ? 
on 
Why fo dull and mute, young Gancr / 
Girls laugh * 2 raw beginner — 
Prithee, tell me, why e mace ? 
Sure the devil mult be in her 
If your faying 2oching dot. 
- _ 
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Sir Dulc. [after the ſong.) Very well, very well 
indeed, ma'am—2 great deal of taſte—and very 
neat execution ! But the band was not quite fo 
correci—e l try it again, if you plcaſe— And, 
hark'ce, gentlemen, [ts the ercheftra.} pleaſe to 
begin a little more pians—then, after ten or twelve 
bars, forte / then pians 222 

Mufician ¶ eating from the ercheflra)}.. That was 
not your air we play'd, Sir Dulcimer. 

Sir Dulc. What was it you obſerved, Sir? 

[ dpphing bis trumpet. 

AMufician, It was not your air we play'd, Sir 
Dulcimer. Kath leuder than before. 

Sir Dulce. I know it is a very difficult air, and 
you never play'd it before——but if you will 
only — | 
Muſician {clapping his hands on each fide of bis 
mouth, and bawling}. I ſay that the air we play d, 
and the lady ſung, was another air—and not the 
air that you compoſed, Sir Dulcimer. 

Sir Dulc. Another air ? not my air? you play d 
another air, gentlemen ? and you ſung another air, 
ma am? You're a ſet of ſcraping, piping, imperti- 
nent puppies, gentlemen ! and you're a ſaucy minx, 
ma'am! and you have uſed me very ill, Mr. Croichet 

and 


and I with your opers may be dmnnd Fi be 
damned if 1 don't, Sir! " Exit ia * 
Nu A very nice car for mufick r Duicumer 
has; he can hare 2 tune that's invididle. 

Cretchet. After all, be's 2 very womby, fGicndly 
man, and | am forry they have afrommed him. th! 
Monteur Mezzeun | and Sprrightly wo | 


$97 ightly. Coaches whas have you duac 4 Sic 
Duiciacr Dunder ? | avert Duan huanbhiing vill 44 vous 
houle n 2 molt terribec 14ry. | 

Cretabes. A lathe muſical acoibent © 

Phalim. Oh! there's abrags quarrciiing and 
Pr among you WNcrs Us 14 ment». 
Sproghtly. Quarrellang | v 4.4 du den the Baticr 
then ? 

 Cretubet. Sig Dulcimer buppencs tn beat wane 4 
latte cg - 

Phalim. Y es, be bas une out of doors, e dreary 
and then wok hiunicit val » duues bly hs e 

Sprightty. 1 am forry be is gone. Ie cle 
racker—agd | had iefeovret 2 niche for hun u ay 
Comedy. 

Cratchet. | heard you were adout ic. — Muacur 


Mezzctin, you feem lame —hare you n 
1 
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Mezxzetin. Ver moſh, I aſſure you, Mr. Croche | 
] have hurt-à my leg ver moſh in writing un grand 
ballet for de new danſeurs & danſeuſes engage dis 
ſaſon at Dury-lane. 

Phelim, What! do you write with your lift lig. 
my dear? I niver hard of any body writing with 
their ligs, ſince the ſhow-fillow, that wrote a fine 
hand with his feet, at Charing-Croſs. 

Mezzetin. Oh, begar, you mos ſtirra your ſtomp 
in writing de danſe—jambe en Pair, plume à la main 
—De new troupe vil make a deir debut in von 
grande Pantomime.—lI ave compoſe de tout. De 
ſcenes, machines, chanſons, & decorations are all 
redy—and le docteur Gamut did promits to meet-a 
me here to-night vid de muſique. 

Cratchet. We have ſeen nothing of him yet, 
 Monficur Mezzctin. 

 Mezzetin. Oh, begar, i/ faut depicher. —Dere is 
no time to be loſce—for vidout my pantomime de 
new drrefterrs muſt be ondone. 

Catcall. I thought what the ſtage would come 
to.—Good night to poor Shakeſpeare ! 

Ar zerin. Vat { gnify vour trifle Sha-keſ-peare ? 
Begar, dere was more moneys got by de gran 
ipeclacle oi de Sha-keſ-peare Jubilee, dan vy all 
ge commoue and tregigue oi Sha-kef-peare bende, 
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ma for — You make-a de dante, and Joc munmjuc, 
and de pantomime of your Sha-ket-peare, wn in 
he do ver well. 

Sprighth. Treaſon! high-wreafon xgunit the w- 
jeſty of Shakeſpeare, and theempire of the pubirce * 

Catcall, "That's right, Mr. Sporghtly '— Sow 
yourſelf an advocate for the ob U 8 
the ſtaple commodity of the theatre. 

Sprighthy. "There is no occafion for me 1 plcad 
its cauſe, Sir—ad populnm provecr—t appeal wine 
feelings and good ſcuſe of the people. 

Cratchet. We know that you ame 2 writer of 
comedy yourſelf, Sprightly—fuccets arten you | 
—— hat bcheve, me, Sprightly, dramanick preres, 
unadorned by dance and feenery, and wacyboecnt 
by mufck, will never be abc to make a hand 
and cars, but all men have not the bike wader 
Rtandings. 

S9r:gbely. Enghfhmen, Mr. Cromche:, Eaglitmen 
conkder their eyes and cars 25 the nete of wil mice 
tion, as well as cntertuinment. The tage « he 
region of enchanement, I grant you. Show an 
fng-fong may be admitted 25 garnith—ihe mn” 
hace and fringe of the theatre but the mui bt; 
of the ſtage- entertainment fhouki b 
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of the loom of Shakeſpeare and his noble aſſiſlanta. 
The old Drama, Opera, and Pantomime, may 
indeed dance the hayes on the flagge, like the fun, 
moon, and carth in the Rebearſa—ſomcetimes one 
in eclipſc, and ſometimes another. Opera or Pan- 
tomime may ior a ſcaſon cauſc a temporary obſcu- 
rity, as the dull carth may now and then ſtand in 
its own light ; but Tragedy and Comedy, like the 
ſun and moon, will continuc to be the life, delight, 
and chicf ſupport of the Engliſh Theatre. 
Catcall, Well ſaid, little Bayes, cgad ! 
Phelim. By my ſowle he has fo boddered me with 
eyes and cars, and eclipſes, that I am quite in the 
dark, my dear. 
 $prighth. Nay, gentlemen, Comedy is no prudes 
and I am no cynick in theatricals, I promiſe you 
A clear fiage, and fair play for all parties! that's all 
that is required—Theſc too I can venture to afſure 
you are the ſentiments of the new managers—and 
if you pleaſe, I'll ſpeak you a Prologue I have 
written at their inſtance for the opening of the 
Theatre. 
Al. Prologue, prologuc, prologue ! 
Sprightly. Then filence | We'll ſuppoſe the au- 
dicnce to be there, if you plcafc. 


PROLOGUE. 


E 
PROLOGEYEH 
ae, 
are ſportſmen , and as fporttmen 
als — 
— 
But never Rule; he Qacce and Bucs hook eyes: 
Like our wam'd bands, the mark he never Mie 
Ne % foe the murder be commits; : 
In thort, by you their ments mult _—_— 
Aud woe to them, who arc not qualified 
Another mik we moan tu broth —— 
! The Rage is a Rageconch —— 
— why? rue you, if you itt nm 
— places *, and bene mocnt the 
baſket +. 
Our cantle too, that draw the tage lang. 

Are of all forts and fizer—weank and , 
Brown, grey, black, bay, brilk, tame, bon, bac, 
fat, lean, old and young! 3 
If, as we're jogging on, wo fometioes top, 2 


Some ſcold | : 

withia, nd fone aferp will op 

While Failors and their danics Fog and mir 3 op! 

The coac hman manages will foaettaw plc ks vom 
| 

But be ul be Ruff the coach to full, an tucttc ve, 
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You then begin to ſwear—© Zounds! ſhut the door, 
« We'recramm'dalready—here's no room ſor more 
< You're ſo damn'd fat—a little further, Sir! 
* Your clbow's in my ſtomach —1 can't fiir.” 
Hoit ! hoit! the coachman then drives on apace, 
And ſmack ! with other ſtages runs a race. | 
'Chro' thick and thin we daſh, now up, now down, 
Now raiſe a duſt, now rattling thro' the town ; 
Now firſt, now laſt, now jolted, crack ! we fall, 
Lavgh'd, pelted, hooted at, and damn'd by all! 
Your late old coachman, tho' oft ſplaſh'd by dirt, 
And out in many a ſtorm, retires unhurt; 
Enjoys your kind reward for all his pains, 
And now to other hands reſigns the reins. 
Put the new partners of the old machine, 
Hoping you'll find it ſnug, and tight, and clean, 
Vow that with much civility they'll treat you, 
Will drive you well, and pleaſantly will ſcat you: 
The road is not all turnpike—and what worſe is, 
They can't enſure your watches or your purſes ; 
Nut they'll cnſure you, that their beſt 
Shall not be wanting to obtain your favour ; 
Which gain'd—Gee up ! the old tage will run 
for crer! F-* Fa 


